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PEEFATOET STUDY 



ENGLISH METKICAL LAW.< 



The adoption, by Sarrey and his immediate f 
of certain foreign metres into our poetry, and the un- 
precedented attempt of that accomplished writer to 
establish "blank verse" as a narrative vehicle, first 
aroused conscious and scientifio interest in the subject of 
the mechanism of English verse. From that time to 
this, the nature of modern verse has been a favourite 
problem of enthusiasts who love to dive in deep waters 
for diving's sake. A vast mass of nondescript matter 



* This Essay appeared, almost aa it now Btanda, in vol. ixrii. 
of the North BriUeh Beview. 
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4 PEEFATOBT STUDY ON 

has been brought up from the recesses visited, but 
no one has succeeded in rendering any suBicieiit 
account of this secret of the intellectual deep. I have 
made it my business to ascertain whether any of the 
musical grammarians, whose science is, in great part, a 
mere abstraction of the laws of metre, have supplied 
the deficiencies of the prosodians. The sum total 
of my inquiries in both fields of criticism, musical and 
poetical, amounts to this, that upon few other subjects 
has so much been written with so little tangible result. 
"Without for a moment questioning the value of certaiu 
portions of the writings of Puttenham, Gascoigne, Cam- 
pion, Webbe, Daniel Crowe, Foster, Mitford, Guest, and 
others, it must be confessed that do one of these writers 
renders anything like a full and philosophical account of 
the subject; and that, with the exception of Daniel, the : 
admirable author of the "Civil Wars," and Mitford, 
none has treated the question, even on the superficial 
ground in most cases assumed, with the combined ability 
and competence of information from which alone any 
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ENGLISH METRICAL LAW. 5 

important fruit can be looked for in socb iDvestigationa. 
Geoi^e Puttentam'a " Art of English Poesy" is by very 
much the most bulky and laborious of the early metrical 
essays ; but at least nioe-tenths of this book consist of 
as nnprofitable writing aa ever spoilt paper. His chapter 
on the arrangement of rhymes to form staves is worthy 
of the poetical student's attention; and there is in the 
outset of hiB work an explicit acknowledgment of the 
fact, so often lost sight of by his successors, that Engl^ b 
?erse is not properly measurable by the rules of I^ itin 
and Gree k vers e. Indeed, the early poetical critics 
commonly manifest a much clearer discernment of the 
main importance of rhyme and accentual stress, in 
English verse, than le to be found among later writers. 
Their views are, for the most part, far from being 
expressed with that positiveness and appearance of 
system characterising the school of critics which received 
its data from Pope and hie compeers; but they are, 
npon the whole, considerably more in accordance with 
the true spirit of English verse, as it appears in its 
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6 PEBFATOBT ST0DT ON 

highest excellence in the writings of the poets of 
Elizabeth and Jaines. The dissertations of the second 
class of critics, of whom Foster was the best examplej 
are rendered comparatively useless by the adoption of 
false or confiised opinions as the groundwork of their 
theories ; such, for instance, as Foster's assumption that 
the time of syllables in English keeps the proportion 
usually attributed to long and short quantities in Greek 
and Latin, and that the metrical ictus or stress in 
English, is identical with elevation of tone ; — mistakes 
which seem also to have been made by Dr. Johnson in 
the prosody prefixed to his Dictionary, and by various 
other writers of his time. Joshua Steele has the 
praise of having propounded more fully than had 
hitherto been done, the true view of metre, as being 
primarily based upon isochronous division by ictuses or 
accents ; and he, for the first time, clearly declared the 
necessity of measuring pauses in minutely scanning 
English verse. He remarked the strong pause which is 
required for the proper delivery of adjacent accented 
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syllables, and without wliich the most beautiful versee 
muat often be read into harsh prose. But the just and 
important views of this writer were mingled with so 
much that was erroneous and impracticable, that they 
made little or no general impression. Mitford's careful 
work on the Harmony of Language is perhaps the most 
significant book which has appeared upon the subject. 
This work, though far from containing the whole, or the 
unmixed truth, has not yet been superseded by any of 
the several elaborate essays on the same theme which 
have since appeared. Mr. Guest's work on English 
Khythms is a laborious and, in some respects, valuable 
performance ; but many of his observations indicate an 
ear defective to a degree which seriously impairs their 
value, when they concern the more subtle kinds of 
metrical effect The value of his work is further 
diminished by a singular unskilfulness in the mode of 
arranging his materials, and communicating his views. 
He has fallen into the great error of endeavouring to 
simplify and abbreviate his statements by adopting, for 
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8 PEEFATOET STODT ON 

the indication of different species of verse, a notation 
which few persona can fairly he called apon to take 
the pains to comprehend and follow. 

The radical faults of nearly all the writers I have 
mentiottedj and of those who have followed in their 
stepsj are, first, the mistake of working io ignorance of 
the tmth declared by Quintilian, "that mere literature, 
without a knowledge of sounds, will not enable a man to 
treat properly of metre and rhythm;" and, secondly, 
that of having formed too light an estimate of their 
subject, wherehy they have been prevented from 
sounding deep enough for the discovery of the philo- 
sophical grounds aad primary laws of metrical ex- 
pression. No oue, with any just sense of the exalted 
but unobtrusive functions of art, will expect to derive 
much artistic instruction from the writings of men who 
set about their work, perhaps their life's work, with such 
sentiments as Dr. Burney was not ashamed to avow at 
the commencement of that laborious treatise which is 
still deservedly a text-book of musical history : " I 
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ENGLISH METRICAL LAW. 9 

would ratber be pronounced trivial than tiresome; for 
music being, at best, but an amnsement, its history 
merits not, in reading, the labour of intense applica- 
tion." And ^ain: "What is music? An innocent 
luxury, unnecessaiy indeed to existence, but a great 
improrement and gratification to our sense of hearing." 
The nature of the relation between the poefs peculiar 
mode of expression and the matter expressed has en- 
gaged the curiosity of many philosophic minds. Hegel, 
whose chapters on music and metre contain by far the 
most satisfactory piece of writing I know of on the 
subject, admirably observes, that versification aSbrds a 
necessary counterpoise to the great spiritualisation of 
language in poetry. " It is false," he adds, " that 
versification offers any obstacle to the free outpouring of 
poetic thought. True genius disposes with ease of 
eensible materials, and moves therein as in a native 
element, which, instead of depressing or hindering, 
exalts and supports its flight." Art, indeed, must have 
a body as well as a soul; and the higher and purer the 
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10 PKBFATOET STUDY ON 

spiritual, the more powerful and unmistakable should 
be the corporeal element; — ^in other wordsj the more 
vigorous and variouB the life^ the more stringent and 
elaborate must be the kw by obedience to which life 
expresses itself. 

The co-ordination of life and law, in the matter and 
form of poetry, determines the different degrees and 
kinds of metre, from the half-prosaic dramatic verse to 
the extremest elaboration of high lyric metres. The 
quality of all emotion which is not ignoble is to boast 
of its allegiance to law. The limits and decencies of 
ordinary speech will by no means declare high and 
strong feelings with efficiency. These must have free 
use of all Borte of figuree and latitudes of speech ; such 
latitudes as would at once be perceived by a delicately 
constituted mind to be lax and vicious, without the 
shackles of artistic form. What in prose would be 
shrieks and vulgar hyperbole, is transmuted by metre 
into graceful and impressive song. This effect of metre 
has often been alluded to, with more or less exactness of 
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ENGLISH METRICAL LAW. 11 

thoaght and ezpresBion, "Bacon," says Mr. Dallas, 
"regards metre as a curb or shackle, where everything 
else is riot and lawless revelling j Wordsworth regards 
it as a mark of order, and so an assurance of reality 
needed in such an unusual state of mind as he takes 
poetry to he; and Coleridge would trace it to the balance 
struck between our passions and spontaneous efforts to 
hold them in check." From the truth which is implied 
alike in these several propositions, an important and 
neglected corollary follows : metre ought not only to 
exist as the becoming garment of poetic passion, but, 
furthermore, it should continually make its existence 
recognised. Some writers, by a peculiar facility of lan- 
guage, have attained to write perfect metre with almost 
as little metrical effect as if it were prose. Now this is 
no merit, but very much the reverse. The language 
should always seem to feel, though not to suffer from 
the bonds of verse. The very deformities produced, 
really or apparently, in the phraseology of a great poet, 
by the confinement of metre, are beautiful, exactly for 
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12 PBEFATOEY STOBT ON 

the same reasons that in architecture justify the bossy 
Gothic foliage, so unlike Nature, and yet, indeed, in 
its place and purpose as art, so much more beautiful 
than Nature. Metre never attains its noblest effects 
when it is altogether unproductive of those beautiful 
exorbitancies on the side of law. Milton and Shaks- 
peare are fall of them ; and we may declare the excel- 
lence of these effects without danger to the poorer pro- 
prieties of the lower walks of art, since no small poet can 
originate them, or even copy them, without making 
himself absurd. Wordsworth's erroneous critical views 
of the necessity of approximating the language of poetry, I 
as much as possible, to that of prose, especially by the 
avoidance of grammatical inversions, arose from bis 
having overlooked the necessity of manifesting, as well 
as moving in, the bonds of verse. In the finest speci- 
mens of versification, there seems to be a perpetual con- 
flict between the law of tbe verse and the freedom of 
the language, and each is incessantly, though insignifi- 
cantly, violated for the purpose of giving effect to tbe , 
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ENGUSH MBTKICAL LAW. 13 

other. Tbe best poet is not he whose verges are the 
most easily Bcanned, and whose phraseology is the com- 
monest in its materials, and the most direct in its ar- 
rangement; but rather he whose language combines the 
greatest imaginative accuracy with the most elaborate 
and sensible metrical organisation, and who, in his verse, 
preserves everywhere the living sense of metre, not £< 
much by unvarying obedience to, ae by innumerable 
small departures from, its modulus. Tbe over-smooth 
and " accurate" metre of much of the eighteenth century 
poetry, to an ear able to appreciate the music of Milton 
and the best parts of Coleridge, is almost as great a 
defect as the entire dissolution of metre displayed by 
some of the writers of our own century. 

The reader will already have discovered that I am 
writing under a conviction that the musical and metrical 
expression of emotion is an instinct, and not an artifice. 
Were the vulgar and infantine delight in rhythm insuffi- 
cient to justify that conviction, history itself would prove 
it. The earliest writings of all nations possessing regu- 
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1* PEEFATORT STUDY ON 

larly coQBtituted langaagea have been rhythmical in that 
high degree which takes the form of verse, "Verse," 
as Ellis well observes, " is anterior to prose, because our 
passions are anterior to reason and judgment; because 
vocal Boonds are the natural expression of emotion, not 
of reflection." On examination, however, it will be 
found that the most ordinary speaking involves the 
musical and metrical element in an easily appreciable 
degree, and as an integral part of langu^e, and that 
this element commonly assumes conspicnousness and 
importance in proportion to the amount of emotion in- 
tended to be expressed. Metre, in the primary degree 
of a simple series of isochronous intervals, marked by 
accents, is as natural to spoken language as an evtn 
pace is natural to walking. Prose delivery, without this 
amount of metre, is like a drunkard's walk, the irregu- 
larity of which is so far from being natural to a person 
in his senses, that it is not even to be imitated without 
effort. Now, as dancing is no more than an increase of 
the element of meatinre which already exists in walking, 
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ENGLISH METRICAL LAW. 15 

so verse is but an additional degree of that metre which 
ia inherent in prose speaking. Again, as there is this 
difierence between prose and verse genericallj, so the 
same difference gives rise to specific kinds of prose and 
of verse ) and the prose of a common law report differs 
from that of an impassioned piece of oratory, just in the 
same way that the semi-proaaic dramatic verse differs 
from an elaborate lyric. This is no new doctrine; it is 
aa old as criticism. Cicero writes, "Mira est enim 
Datura vocis : cujns quidem h tribus omnino sonis, in- 
flexo, acuto, gravi, tanta sit et tarn snavis varietas per- 
fecta in cantibna: est autem in dicendo etiam quidem 
eantnt oiscurioT." And, again, Qnintilian, "Nihil est 
proaa scriptiim quod non redigi possit in qnsedam version- 
loram genera." 

The metrical and musical law in prose has been dis- 
r^iarded and forgotten, becanse its nature is so simple 
that ite observance may be safely tmsted to instinct, and 
requires no aid from typographical divisions. Probably 
mauy of my readers will feel as much sorprised at learn- 
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18 PEEFATOBT STUDY ON 

ing that they have been epeaking in metre all their lives, 
as the Bourgeois GentUhomme felt on heing told that he 
was, without instrnetion, in the habit of talking prose. 
I certainly cannot expect them to believe so startling 
a proposition upon my mere assertion : I most allege a 
few proofs, premising, however, that the melody, or 
element of tone in language, is bo inseparably connected 
with its metre or time, that the two things will scarcely 
consent to be considered separately. By the metre and 
melody of prose, I of course mean the metre and melody j 
which exists in the common and intelligible delivery of 
it. Verse itself is only verse on the condition of right 
reading ; we may, if we choose, read the most perfect 
verse so that all the effect of verse shall he lost. The 
same thing may he done with prose. We may clearly 
articulate all the syllables, and preserve their dne con- 
nexion in the phrases they constitute; and yet, by 
neglecting to give them their relative tones, and to 
group them according to time, convert them from prose 
into something nameless, abenrd, and uDintelli^ble. So 
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ENGLISH METftlCAL LAW. 17 

far is it from being true that the time and tone of prose 
reading and speaking are without law, that their laws 
STB more strict than those of grammar itself. There are 
never two equally good ways of reading a sentence, 
tboQgh there may be half a dozen of writing it. If one 
and the same sentence is readable in more than one way, 
it is because it has more than one possible meaning. 
"Shall yoH walk out to-day?" is a question which may 
be asked with as many variations of stress and tone a^ 
there are words in it; but every variation involves a 
variation of meaning. 

The isochronons division of common spoken language, 
though quite as natural, necessary, and spontaneously 
observed as the laws of inflection, is more difficult to 
prove, by reason of the difficulty which most persons 
most experience when they for the first time attempt at 
once to speak naturally, and to take note of the time in 
which they speak. To those who believe that verse is 
itself founded on measure, it will be sufEcient to point 
out the fact, that there is no necessary distinction 
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between the right reading of prose and that of verse, kb 
there would be were the primary degree of measure, 
whereby a verse ia divisible into a certain number of 
" feet" or " hare," artificial. Thus, on meeting in prose 
with such a passage as " Her ways are ways of 
pleasantness, and all her paths are peace," which is «a 
exquisitely cadeneed " iambic tetrameter braohy- 
catalectic," we give the entire metrical effect in the 
ordinary reading. An argnment of wider power of 
influence is, however, to be discovered from the con- 
sideration of a passage like the following, which, while 
it refuses to be read into verse, differs greatly from the 
ordinary character of English prose : — "These are spots: 
in your feasts of charity, when they feast with you,! 
feeding themselves without fear. Clouds they are 
without water, carried about of winds : trees whose fruit 
withereth, without fruit ; twice dead, plucked up by the 
roots ; raging waves of the sea, foaming out their own 
shame; wandering stars, nnto whom is reserved the 
blackness of darkness for ever." Probably there is nnt 
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ENGLISH METRICAL LAW. 19 

one unpractised reader in ten but would feel slightly 
embarrassed by haviog to read this passage of St. Jude 
aloud for the first time. The meaning is nevertheless 
plaia ; the places of all but one or two of the accents are 
unmiBtakable ; so that, if stress and tone \rithout 
measured time were the only points requiring to be 
given in prose reading, everybody would read it off 
properly at once. The peculiarity of the passage, how- 
ever, consists in its singular departure from the metrical 
constitution of ordinary English phrases, which exhibit 
a great preponderance of emphatic and unemphatic 
syllables iu consecutive couples, whereas here the 
accents fall, for the most part, either upon adjacent 
syllables, or upon every third syllable, — an arrange- 
ment requiring an exceedingly bold and emphatic style 
of delivery, in order to sever aecenf frora accent hy 
equal mea»ures of time. Adjacent accents occur so 
seldom, that bad readers are apt to sink one of them 
when they do occnr, or at least to abbreviate the 
decided intervening panse, which the ear, even of 
2 
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20 PEEFATOET STUDY" ON 

the reader who neglects to give it, must iDfltiuctively 
crave. 

The dependence of metre upoa this primary and 
natural division of language by accents may be adopted 
as a fact which has been recognised witb more or less 
distinctness by all critics who have written on the sub- 
ject to any purpose. Yet, strange to say, the natui'e of 
accent itself has puzzled the brains even of those who have 
spoken most clearly concerning its metrical functions. 

The word "accent" is notoriooe for the variety of 
meanings which have been attached to it. We are of 
course chiefly interested in its meaning ae it is con- 
cerned in English and most modem European verse, 
and it is only in this regard that it is afflicted with 
apparently incurable ambiguity of significance. It is 
commonly allowed now that the G-reek accent was a 
matter of tone exclusively. Witb us, the places of the 
metrical accent or " ictus" — of the accent in the sense of 
change of totie, and of long quantity, coincide; with 
the Greeks, the separation of these elements of verse 

DoliiHihyGoOgle 



ENGLISH METBICAL LAW. 21 

was not only pennissiblcj but sought after; and the 
ictus, accent, qaantity, and verbal caesura advanced, as 
it were, in parallel order. Hegel rightly eaya, that " to 
feel the beauty of the rhythm on all these sides at once, 
is, for our ear, a great difficulty." It is indeed a 
difficulty which seems never truly to have I)een over- 
come by any modern reader of Greek verse, and it is 
probably one which could not be overcome by less than 
the life's habituation which every Greek had. Most 
people find it hard to believe what they cannot easily 
represent to their senses ; and the fact of the above 
diversity is sometimes even now shirked, or confusedly 
admitted, by metrical critics. Mitford, however, very 
justly remarks, that the difficulty in question, though 
next to insurmountable, is not greater than that which 
a Frenchman ordinarily finds in regard to English 
versification. It is also worth observing, that although 
such separation is absolutely opposed to the rule of 
our speech, this rule is nevertheless broken by excep- 
tions which serve at least to render the practice of 
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22 PBEFATOKT STUDY ON 

Bhifting the metrical ictus from odc place in a word to 
another, and of severing " accent," in the senae of tone, 
from long quantity, quite intelligible. Thus, our poets 
claim the privilege of setting the stress on either 
syllable of the word "sometimes," according to the 
requirements of the verse; and the vulgar practice of 
dwelling long on the first sjllables of "prodigious, 
miraculous," &c., may convince the most sceptical that 
elevation of tone and ictoe have no neeeisarj/ association 
with long quantity : for such pionuDciatioQ in no way 
diminishes the decision of the ictus and the elevation of 
the tone upon the succeeding syllables. 

Here let me call attention to a mistake which seems 
always to have been made concerning "accent," even 
under the acceptation of tone. The "acute accent" is 
always spoken of as if it had a permanent position in 
polysyllables ; the lact being, that the accent is neces- 
sarily " acut>j," or Aigi, only so long as the word stands 
without context or relative signification, in which case 
the acute accent is always used as being, in English. 
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generally iadicative of that which ia moBt positive and 
characteristic in the constitution of the word. But 
there is do "acute" which is not liable to be converted 
into a "grave" hy grammatical position. In this 
question and answerj — " Shall Mary go 7" " No, not 
Mary," — ^the first syllable of the word "Mary" is in 
one case acute, and in the other gmve ; but in each 
case alike, the syllable is fully accented. This signi- 
ficative property of change of tone is evidently not the 
accident of any language, or group of languages ; it lies 
at the foundation of the idea of music of all kinds, and a 
permanent tone dwelling on certain words would render 
poetry and soDg impossible. It cannot therefore be 
doubted, that, in every language, ancient and modern, 
as in our own, grammatical isolation is the condition of 
the permanent acute, and that, consequently, the 
compound change of tone, called the "circumflex" 
accent, is, in composition, as liable to commence with a 
fall as with a rise. 

Let me now ask. What do we mean by " nccent," as 
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the word is commonly used Id speaking of its fuDction 
in Englitth verse? — for I may dismiss the Greek meaning 
as being well defined in its independence of ours, which, 
whatever it is, is certainly not pure tone. Some writers 
have identified our metrical accent with long quantity ; 
others have placed it in reUtive loudness ; others have 
iancied it to consist, lite the Greek, in pure tone; 
others have regarded it as a compound of loudness and 
elevation of tone ; and others, as a compound of height 
and duration of tone; others, again, have regarded it as 
the general prominence acquired by one syllable over 
another, by any or all of these elements in combination. 
Now, it seems to me that the only tenable view of that 
accent upon which it is allowed, with more or less 
distinctness, by all, that English metre depends, in 
contradistinction t o the syllabie metr e of the _a ncients, is 
the view which a ttributes to it the function of marking , 
by whatever means, i-prtaiti isochronous intervals. Metre 
implies something measured; an assertion which sounds 
like a truism ; but to a person much read in our 
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ENGLISH METEICAL LAW. 25 

metrical critics, it will probably eeem a etartliag 
novelty. It is one, however, which cao afford to stand 
without any further recommeudation than its obvious 
merits, for the present. The thing measured is the 
time occupied in the delivery of a series of words. But 
time measured implies something that measures, and ia 
therefore iUelf unmeatured ; an argnment before which 
those who hold that English accent and long quantity 
are identical must bow. These are two indispensable 
conditions of metre, — first, that the sequence of vocal 
utterance, represented by written verse, shall be divided 
into equal or proportionate spaces; secondly, that the 
fact of that division shall he made manifest by an " ictus" 
or " beat," actu^ or mental, which, like a post in a 
chain railing, shall mark the end of one space, and 
the commencement of another. This "ictus" is an 
acknowledged condition of all possible metre; and its 
function is, of course, much more conspicuous in 
langn^es so chaotio in their syllabic quantities as to 
render it the onl^ source of metre. Yet, all-important 
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as this time-l>eater is, I think it demonstrable that, for 
the most part, U hat no material and external exiatenee 
at all, but has its place in the mind, which craves 
measure in everything, and, wherever the idea of 
measure is uncontradicted, delights in marking it with 
an imaginar; " beat." The Greeks, it appearsj could 
tolerate, and even delight, in that which, to our 
ear, would confuse and contradict measure. Oar 
habits require that everything which gives prepon- 
derance to a syllable shall, aa a rule, be concentrated 
upon one, in order to reader it duly capable of the 
mental "ictus." Those qualities which, singly, or in 
various combination, have hitherto been declared to be 
accent, are indeed only tie cottditiona of accent ; a view 
which derives an invincible amonnt of corroboration 
from its answering exactly to the character and 
conditions of accent in vocal and instrumental music, of 
which the laws cannot be too strictly attended to, if we 
would arrive at really satisfactory conclusions cou- 
corniug modern European metre. People are too apt to 
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fancy they are employing a figure of speech when they 
talk of the music of poetry. The word " music" is in 
reality a much more accurate eipreseion for that which 
delights us in good verse, apart from the meaning, than 
the word " rhythm," which is commonly employed by 
those who think to express themselves with greater 
propriety. Rhythm, when the term is not meant to be 
synonymous with a combination of varied tone and 
measured time, must signify an abstraction of the 
merely metrical character extremely difficult to realise, 
on account of the curious, though little noticed, ten- 
dency of the mind to connect the idea of tone with that 
of time or measure. There is no charm in the rhythm 
of monotonef, unless the notion of monotone can be 
overcome ; and, when that is the case, it is not rhythm, 
bat rhythmical melody, whereby we are pleased. If 
Gretry, when a child, danced to the pulsations of a water- 
fall, it was because his fancy abolished their monotony. 
The ticking of a clock is truly monotonous ; but when we 
listen to it, we hear, or rather seem to hear, two, or 
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even fonr, distinct tones, upon the imaginary distinction 
of which, and the equally imaginary emphasis of one 
or two, depends what we call its rliythm. In the case 
of the beat of a drum, this ideal apprehension of tone is 
still more remarkable ; in imitating its tattoo, the voice 
expresses what the mind imagines, and, in doing so, 
employs several varieties of tone. In all such cases, 
however, the original sounds, though monotonous, are 
far from being pure monotones; they are metrical 
recurrences of the same noUe, rather than the same 
tone; and it is very interesting to observe, that we 
cannot evoke what we thus erroneously term " rhythm" 
from the measured repetition of a perfectly pure tone. 
The tattoo of a knuckle upon the table will lose most, if 
not all, of its rhythm, if transferred to a bell. The 
drum gives " rhythm ;" but the clear note of the 
"triangle" is nothing without another instrument, 
became it does not admit of an imagined variation. 

The relation of music to language ought to be recog- 
nised as something more than that of similarity, if we 
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would rightly appreciate either, "The musical art," 
says G. Weber, " consists in the expression of feelings by 
meane of tones." Non', all feelings have relation to 
thoughts or facts which may be stated, or at least sug- 
gestedj in words j and the union of descriptive words 
with an expressive variation and meaeurement of toneSj 
constitutes, according to the amount and kind of feeling, 
and the truth of its vocal expreBsiou, soug, poetry, and 
even the most ordinary spoken language. Perfect poetry 
and iotig are, in fact, nothing more than perfect speech upon 
iighand Toov'tag subjects ; a truth upon which Gr^try, one 
ofthesoundest, as well as by very much the most amusing 
of modern musical critics, inferentially insists, when he 
says, " II est une musique qui ayant pour base la decla- 
mation des paroles, est vrme coinme les passions," which 
is as much as to say, that there is no right melody which 
is not so founded. And again, " La parole est ud bruit 
on le chant est renferm^ ;" a statement which is the 
converse of the other, and amounts to a charge of imper- 
fection agaiDst onr ordinary modes of speaking, in so far 
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aa, whea conceroed with the expression of the feeliDgs, 
they do not amount to pure song. Who has not heard 
entire sentences, and even series of sentences, so spoken 
b; women, who are usually incomparably better speakers 
tliHQ men, as to constitute a strain of melody which might 
at once be written down in notes, and played, but with 
no increase of musical effect, on the piano ? Where was 
the " bruit" in Hachel's delivery of an impassioned 
passage of Racine? Her rendering of such passages 
was not commonly recognised as pure song because, in 
modem times (it was not so with the Greeks), song, by 
having been long regarded as an "artificial" mode of 
expression, has fallen into extravagance and falsehood, 
and is now very rarely " vrai comme les passions." 
Modern singing and modern declamation, as a. rule, are 
equally far removed from that just medium at which 
they coalesce and become one. In song, we have 
gradually fallen into the adoption of an extent of scale, 
and a diversity of time, which is simply nontemical; for 
such variations of tone and time correspond to no depths 
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or transitions of feeling of which the human breast is 
cogaisaat. The permanent popular instinct, which is 
ever the best test of truth in artj recognises the false- 
hood of these extremes ; and Gretry well asks, " W 
avons nous pas remarque que les airs les plus connus 
sont ceax qui embraseent le moins d'espace, le moins de 
notes, le plus court diapason ? Voyez, presque tous les 
aii-s que le temps a respectes, il sont dans ce cas." The 
musical shortcomings of ordinary recitation are not 
nearly so inexcusable as the extravagancies of most 
modern song. Perfect readers of high poetry are as rare 
as fine singers and good composers, for the sufficient 
reason, that they are fine singers and good composers, 
though they may not suspect it in an age of unnatural 
divorce of sound and sense. What is commonly ac- 
counted good reading — what indeed is such when com- 
pared with the inanimate style of most readers — falls 
immeasurably short of the musical sense of really fine 
veree. The interval between the veriest mouther and an 
ordinarily accomplished elocutionist, is scarcely greater 
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than that which separates the latter from the ideal actor, 
who should be able to effect for the poetry of Shakspeare 
what Rachel did for, here and there, a line of Racine. 
Hence, few lovers of gYX)d poetry care to hear it read or 
acted ; for, although themselves, in all likelihood, quite 
unable to give such poetry a true and full vocal interpre- 
tation, their unexpressed imagination of its music is 
much higher thau their own or any ordinary reading of 
it would be. Poets themselves have sometimes been 
very bad readers of their own verses ; and it seems 
not unlikely that their acute sense of what such 
reading ought to be, discomposes and disoouiages 
them when they attempt to give their musical idea 
a material realisation. In this matter of the relattoa- 
ship of music and poetry, the voice of theory is cor- 
roborated by that of history. "These two arts," 
writes Dr. Bnrney, " were at first ao intimately con- 
nected, and BO dependent on each other, that rules for 
poetry were in general rules for music; and the pro- 
perties and effects of both were so much confounded 
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together that it is extremely difficult to disentangle 
them." 

Mitford, and other writers, who have treated of Latin 
and Greek verse as being " metrical" and " temporal," 
and of oor own as " rhythmical" and " accentual," have 
fallen into the strange error of not perceiving that these 
four epithets must apply to all possible kinds of metre, 
as far as they really are metre ; and that, although the 
no n- coincidence of the grammatical with the metrical 
ictus, and other peculiarities of Greek and Latin verse, 
give rise to differences in hnd between these and the 
English and other modern European modes of verte, the 
difference of meire can be only one of degree. It is not 
to be doubted that " quantity,''^ in the ancient com- 
position and delivery of Greek and Latin verse, did 
involve a stricter measurement of the time of single 
syllables than subsists in ouc verse, or in our reading of 
classical verse, and that a real change did occur in the 
transition from the "metrum" of the ancients to the 
" rhythmus" of the moderns, — a change represented in 
D 
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Greek verse itself by the famous cersug polUici of 
l^etzes; but the only change, as far as regards pare 
metre, which is reconcilable with facts and the nature of 
the case, is that which consists in rendering "accentual" 
division of time the »oU, instead of merely the main, 
source of metre. In modern verse, those collocations of 
accented and unaccented syllables which we call " feet," 
are not true measures, as they were, though probably 
only approximately, in ancient verse. Our verge, for 
example, delights in the unclassical practice of setting 
a trochee before an iambus in what we call iambic 
verse, as — 

" For one restraint, Lords of the world beside." 

Id the proper delivery of this line, the same time, or 
very nearly, is allowed to elapse between the first and 
second, second and third, and third and fourth accents ; 
but between the first and second there is one unaccented 
syllable j between the second and third, none; and 
between the third and fourth there are tioo; con- 
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seqaently, the trocbee, " Lord» of," and the iambuB, 
" the world," are both temporarily deficient when 
considered as feet, the two anemphatic eyllables, o^ tie, 
being pronounced in the time of one of any of the other 
three unemphatic syllableB in tbe line. Again — 

" Come, see rural felicity," 

is a verse having the fall time of four dactyls, the first 
two being each represented by a single syllable. Our 
liability to error, through an indiBCriminating use of tbe 
same names for different things, may be illustrated by 
the fact, that tie "fee^' which Quintitian says produced 
tie even, or common riytivtus, namely, the dactyl and 
anaptEst, with m produce tie uneven, or triple, and, on lie 
contrary, tie iambus and trociee give our even riythmus. 
The word /oo^, however, may be usefully retained in the 
criticism of modem verse, inasmuch as it indicates a 
reality, though not exactly that which is indicated by it 
with regard to classical metre. The true meaning of 
the word for us is to be obtained from attending to its 
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employment by Frinzj Calcott, and other musical 
writers, who speak of iambic, trochaic, and dactylic 
rhythms. ThuB, a etraio in " common time" beginning 
with the unaccented note, is called iambic ; a strata in 
"triple time" beginning with two unaccented notes, 
anap^Bstic, and so forth. Each rhythm, in verse as in 
music, has a very distinct character ; and it is obviously 
convenient that we should have a distinguishing term 
for it, since this is by no means supplied by the general 
terras, ''common" and "triple cadence." 

The chief source of confusion iu modern writings on 
metre is the nature of the metrical value of the separate 
syllables of Hhich feet and cadences are composed. The 
common notion of an exact proportion inherent in 
syllables themselves seems to be quite untenable. The 
time occupied in the actual articulation of a syllable is 
not necessarily its metrical value. The time of a tillable 
in combination, it that leitcA elapses/rom iis commencement 
to tie commencement of tie succeeding syllable ; so that 
the monosyllables, a, as, ask, asks, ask'st, though 
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requiring five degrees of time for their articulatiou, may 
have precisely the same temporal value in versej just as, 
in music played staccato on the pianoforte, the actual 
duration of sound in a crotchet or a quaver note may be 
the same, the metrical value depending altogether on 
the difference of the time which elapses before the 
commencement of the succeeding note. This may 
reconcile the fact, noticed by Dionyaius and others, that 
" one short syllable differs from another short, and one 
long from another long," with the apparently con- 
tradictory rule, " Syllaba brevis unius est temporis, 
longa vero duorum," It is furthermore very necessary 
to be observed, that the equality or proportion of metrical 
intervab between accent and accent is no more tban 
general and approximate, and that expression in reading, 
as in singing or playing, admits, and even requires, 
frequent modifications, too insignificant or too subtle for 
notation, of the nominal equality of those spaces. In 
the present day, it is the fashion, not only in music and 
in poetry, but in all the arts, to seek expression at too 
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great an expense of law, and the most approved style of 
readisg is that which ignores the metre as far as is 
consistent with the possibility of recognising the verse 
as verse. It is certain that snch reading as this would 
ill bear me oat in my assertion of the metrical iso- 
chronism in English and other accentual verse, but the 
constant presence of a general intention of, and tendency 
towards the realisation of this character, will assuredly 
be always manifest in good verse, well read. Not only 
may metrical intervals differ th<is from their nominal 
equality without destroying measure, but the marking 
of the measure by the recurrent ictus may be oc- 
casionally remitted, the position of the ictus altered, or 
its place supplied by a pause, without the least offence 
to a cultivated ear, which rather delights in, thaa 
objects to, such remission, inversion, or omission, when 
there is an emotional motive, as indicating an ad- 
ditional degree of that artistic consciousness, to the 
expression of which, Hegel traces the very life of 
metre. 
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A complete aad truly satisfactory metrical analysis of 
any passage even of classical verse, would include a mncli 
fuller coDsideralioD of the element of pause than has 
commonly been given to that subject, even by analysts 
of modern metre. In the works of the most authorita- 
tive prosodlans — in the work of Hermann himself — the 
various kinds of catalexii, and measurable ceesural pause, 
appear rather as in,ierTuption» than suijecfs of metrical 
law. Campion, Joshua Steele, and CVBiien (" Ancient 
Rhythmical Art Recovered"), have indeed noted middle 
and final panse as being the subject of measure ; but the 
two former have done so ooly incidentally, and the latter 
has failed to obtain the consideration which, with all the 
deficiencies of his little work, the boldness and partial 
truth of his views deserve. Unless we are to go directly 
ajjainst the analogy of music, and to regard every 
verse affected with catalexis (or a deficiency in the 
number of syllables requisite to make it a full di- 
meter, trimeter^ tetrameter, &x.) as constituting an 
entire metrical system in itself, which is obvioutily 
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absurd,* we must reckon the missing syllables as substi- 
tuted by an equivalent pause ; and. Indeed, in reading cata- 
lectie verse, this is what a good reader does by instinct. The 
idea of metrical sequence between verses is equally contra- 
dicted by the notion of "hypercataleetic verse." The nine- 
syllable troehaicBj in Mr. Tennyson's "Vision of Sin," 
would probably be regarded by prosodians as " hypercata- 
lectic dimeters;" but the extraordinary pause which is re- 
quired at the end of every line indicates clearly enough 
that Buch verses are really " trimeters,'^ the time of three 
syllables being filled with a pause. This pause, when 
properly rendered, aSect« the ear as excessive ; and there- 
fore the verse, though used three centuries ago by Speuser, 
has never found a place among oar recognised metres. 

The cEBsural, or middle pause, in some kinds of verse, 
is of such duration that the vei-se cannot be rightly 



* Tliat Hermann Mia practically into this absardit;, may 
be seen from his mode of treating oroaorMgiB, or those " times" 
which precede tlie (first) "arsis:" these "times" he really 
excludes from the mxitre. 
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scanned without allowing for it. Ciesura plays a less 
refined part in modero tban in ancient versification, but 
still its office with us is far from unimportant Much over- 
relitiement and many strange mistakes have been fallen 
into by theorists and theorising poets in connexion with 
this matter. The most common and injurious of such errors, 
is that of identifying metrical pauses with grammatical 
stops. Some of the early English poets were at great 
pains to try the experiment of making these two very 
different things coincide. Kow, one of the most fertile 
sources of the "ravishing division" in fine versifica- 
tion is the opposition of these elements— that is to say, 
the breaking up of a grammatical clause by csssural 
puuse, whether at the end or in the middle of a verse. 

The great magnitude of metrical, as compared with 
grammatical paoses, seems not to have bad so much 
notice as its curiosity deserves. In beating time to the 
voice of a good reader of verse, it will be found that the 
metrical pauses are usually much longer than the longest 
pauses of punctuation, and that they are almost entirely 
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independent of them. For example, a fiual pause equal 
to an entire foot may occnr between the nomiDative and 
the governed genitive, and, in the eame sequence of 
verses, a grammatical period may occur in the middle of 
an accentual interval without lengthening its time, or 
diminishing the numher of the included syllables. In 
fact, the " stops,'' or conclusions of grammatical clauses, 
are rather marked by ione than Ume. Even in the reading 
of proBe, the metrical pauses — for so the pauses between 
adjacent accents may rightly be called — are of much 
greater duration than is given to most of the " stops." 

It is very questionable, indeed, whether English verse 
has gained by the entire disuse of the csesural dot, which 
was always employed, until the middle of the fifteenth 
century, to indicate the position of the ciesura in those 
kinds of verse of which a marked ciesura was an essential 
quality. Of this metrical sign Mr. Guest says, " No 
edition of Chaucer and his contemporaries can be com- 
plete without it." The value of the caeBursl dot will be 
at once manifest to every reader on perusing such lines 
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as the following, which have heeo iittributed to Surrey, 
and of the like of which plenty are to be found in the 
Tritingg of him and his predecessors and immediate 

successors: — 

" And some I see &gaia sit still, and say bnt small, 
That can do ten times more than they that 6ay they can 
do all." 

Tbe reader is almost snre to destroy the metre of thtae 
lines in his first perusal, for want of an indication of the 
strong ccesura, equal to a pause of an entire foot, in the 
first line, on the sixth syllable. In a language like ours, 
abounding in monosyllables to such a degree, that ten, 
twenty, thirty, forty, or even fifty of them, may follow 
in uninterrupted sequence, as in a passage in the third 
Act of King John, quoted by Mitford, this assistance is 
absolutely required in verses exceeding the length of the 
common " heroic j" and the consequence of its disuse has 
naturally been tbe disuse of those of the ancient English 
metres, some very fine oues, which required it. Mr. 
Lettsom's excellent version of the Nibelungen Lied, 
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though singularly faultless id its rhythm for a transla- 
tion of such magnitude, is continually liable to be mis- 
read for want of the ccesural sign. 

Hitherto I have had occasion to speak only of that 
primary metrical division which is common to verse and 
prose. I have now to speak of that which constitutes 
the distinctive quality of verse. Nothing but the un- 
accountable disregard, by prosodians, of final pauses 
could have prevented the observation of the great general 
law, vhich I believe that I am now, for the first time, 
stating, that the elementary measure, or integer, of English 
verse is double the measure of ordinary prose, — that is to 
say, it is the space which is bounded by alternate 
accents; that every verse proper contains two, three, or 
four of these " metres," or, as with a little allowance they 
may be called, " dipodes ;" and that there is properly 
no such thing as Aypercatalexis. All English verses in 
common cadence are therefore dimeters, tnmeters, or 1 
tetrameters, and consist, when they axe full — i.e., without 
catalexis, of eight, twelve, or sixteen syllables. Verses 
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in triple cadence obey the same law, only tbeir length 
Eever — except in the An^lo-Saxon alliterative metre, 
of the peculiar laws of which I shall have to speak — 
exceeds that of the trimeter, on account of the great 
number of syllables or places of syllables (twenty-four) 
which would be involved in a tetrameter in such cadence. 
Monometers cannot stand in series as verses, though, 
as terminations of stanzas and interruptions of measure 
for peculiar pnrposes involving extended pauses, the 
effect of their introduction is often admirable. A few 
simple considerations will place this sectional admeasure- 
ment of English verse beyond question. It has been 
rightly felt by Mitford and others, that " verses" of less 
than six syllables are essentially absurd and burlesque 
in their character. The reason is, no doubt, the absurd 
comparative length of the final pause, required to render 
lines of five syllables in common cadence into consecutive 
verse j or the equally absurd alternative of the omission of 
the pause : such lines — and there are plenty of them in 
Skelton, and the burlesque lyrists — are at once felt to 
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be a mockerif of verse. It happens, however, that in 
metre, there is bnt half a foot between the ridiculous 
and the suhlime. The six-syllahle " iambic" is the most 
Bolemn of all our Eng'lish meaeuree. It is scarcely fit 
for anything but a dirge; the reason being, that the 
final pause in this measure is greater, when compared 
with the length of the line, than in any other verse. 
Here is an example, which I select on account of the 
peculiar illustration of its nature as a "dimeter brachy- 
catalectic," which is supplied by the ^Uinff vp of the 
tneaeure in the seventh line : — 

" How strange it is to wake 

And watch, while others sleep, 
Till sight and hearing ache 

For objects that may keep 
The awful inner sense 

UDroused, lest it should mark 
The life that haunts the emptiness 

And horror of the dark." 

We have only to Jill up the measnre in every line as well 
ae in the seventh, in order to change this verse from the 
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slowest and most mournful, to the most rapid and high- 
spirited of all English metres, the coiDmoQ eight-syllable 
quatrain; a measure particularly recommended by the 
early critics, and continually chosen by poets in all times, 
for erotic poetry, on account of its joyous air. The 
reason of this unusual rapidity of movement is the un- 
usual character of the eight-syllable verse as acata- 
lectic, almost all other kinds of verse being cat-alectic 
on at least one syllable, implying a final pause of cor- 
responding duration. 

The iambic ode, erroneously called " irregnilar," of which 
there exist few legitimate examples in our language, is, 
if I mistake not, a tetrameter, with almost unlimited 
liberty of catalexis, to suit the variations of the high 
and stately lyrical feeling which can alone justify the use 
of this measure. The existence of an amount of cata- 
Icctio pause varying from the time of two to fourteen 
syllables — for the line, in this kind of metre, may change 
at once to that extent — is justified by the analogy of the 
paoses, or stops, in a similar style of music; and the 
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fact of this amount of catalezis being of the essence of 
this metre, eeems to have been unconsciously felt and 
acknowledged by almost all who have written or at- 
tempted to write in it; for almost all have tried to re- 
present the varying pauses, and to prepare the ear for 
them, by printing the lines affected with catalexis with 
shorter or longer blank spaces at the beginning; a pre- 
caution which seems to me to be unnecessary; fisr, if 
the feeling justifies the metre, the ear will take naturally 
to its variations ; but if there is not sufficient motive 
power of passionate thought, no typographical aids will 
make anything of this sort of verse but metrical non- 
tense — which it nearly always is, even in Cowley, whose 
brilliant wit and ingenuity are strangely out of harmony 
with most of his measures. 

It is necessary, in connexion with this part of the 
subject, to remark, that although every complete verse, 
in common cadence, must have the time of two or 
more metres or gedions (as it may be more expedient 
to call these primary accentual divisions of verse), 
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it by no means follows that the verse must begin or 
end with the commencemeiit or termination of a 
section. In the quotation given above, tbe first accen- 
tual section begins with tbe second syllable of the first 
verse, and the second section commences with the last 
syllable of that verse ; and, taking in tbe pause equivalent 
to two syllables, ends witb the first syllable of the next, 
and so on, exactly as is the case witb the sections in 
musical composition, which seldom begin with the first 
note of the strain or end witb the last. When 
every line in a passage of poetry begins witb the 
beginning of an accentual section, the efi'ect is an 
increase of emphasis, but a great diminution of tbe 
impression of continuity, and, in general, of rhythmical 
beauty. Unmixed "trocbaica" or "dactylics" have 
seldom been written by poets of fine musical feeling. 

It will generally be found that in verses which strike 

tbe ear as extraordinarily musical, tbe peculiarity ie 

nuunly owing to an unusually distinct and emphatic 

accentuation of the first syllable in the metrical see- 

s 
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tioD, as in the following lines from the " Merchant of 

Venice ;" — 

" The cr6w doth wng as sweetly as the lirk 
When neither is attended ; and I th(nk 
The nightingale, if sh^ should sing by d&j, 
When every goose is cickling, would be thought 
No better a mnsfcian than the nr6n." 

In these blank trimeters, properly read, there ie a 
major and a minor accent in every section but one. 
Shakspeare, the most musical of writers, affords more 
examples of lines of this constitution than any other 
English poet. Dryden and Pope would have called 
these verses weak. Their " fnll resounding line" stu- 
diously avoided these melodious remissions of the alter- 
nate accents. Curiously enough, Mitford quotes the 
above lines as an example of departure from the 
modulus of heroic verse, although his own principle 
of referring the metre of verse and that of music 
to a common law, should have tanght him that 
they exemplify the most exact fulfilment of that 
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niodulos. The lovely song in " Measure for Measure," 

beginning — 

" Take, oh take thaae lipB away," 
Gray's Ode— 

" Bum seize thee, ruthless king," 

and probably most other pieces which have become 
fomoQS for their music, will be found, on examination, 
to depend for much of their mysterious charm upon the 
marking of the section by extra emphasis on the first 
accent. Indeed, this indication of the section would 
seem to be a necessity deducible from the fact of verse 
being measurable by sections, which would have no 
meaning, unless their existence were made apparent by 
at least an occasional marking of them. 

Englifih poetry (inclnding Anglo-Saxon) divides 
itself into three great classes : alliierative, rhyming, and 
riymeleti. The distinctions between these kinds are 
more real and vital than is commonly imagined; nnd I 
shall now state, as briefly as may be, the main charac- 
teristics of each. 

1 2 
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There could scarcel}' have been devised a worse illus- 
tration of alliteration than Pope's often-quoted example, 
"apt alliteration's artful aid." A young writer who, 
had he lived a few years longer, would probably have 
been famous without the monument of the most 
beautiful elegiac poem of modern times, in one of the 
thoughtful essays privately printed in his remarkable 
" Bomains," observes justly that, " Southern languages 
abound in vowels, and rhyme is the resonance of vowels, 
while the Northern overflow with consonants, and 
naturally fall into alliteration." Now, alliteration is so 
essentially consonantal, that, in Anglo-Saxon and 
Icelandic poetry, in which this assonance has been 
cultivated as an art, there is properly no such thing as 
alliteration of vowels; although, when the requisite 
number of alliterating consonants in each verse or 
distich cannot conveniently he produced, three words 
beginning with vowels are permitted to take the place 
of alliterating consonants, provided that all these voKels 
are diferent. Like rhyme, alliteration is no mere 
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" ornament" of versification ; it is a real and powerful 
metrical adjunct, when properly employed. If rhyme , 
as I shall soon show, is the great means, in modern 
langu ages, of marking esseptial metrical paus es, allitera- 
tion ia a vei^ effetit.ive mo de nf ^jnnferr i ng e mgbasi^ on 
the aoceot. w hi^T^ iq t.hp pfin tary foundation of metre . 
Could any rule be fixed for the place, in modern verse, 
of that which may be said partly to owe its effect to 
surprise, as rhyme has been said to appeal to memory 
and hope, we should allot its position to principal 
accents only ; that is, to the major acceats at the 
beginning of sections ; to those on either side of the 
strong cffisura in " asynartete" verses, that is, verses 
having a fixed place for the ceesura ; and so forth. To cer- 
tain kinds of metre of the class just named, alliteration 
might be applied systematically with considerable profit, 
not in every line, perhaps, as in the aucient alliterative 
metres, but in such lines only, as, on account of the 
irregular suppression or multiplication of unaccented 
syllables^ leave the place of the indispensable pause so 
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donbtfal as sometimes to require a second reading to 
determioe it. Although superfluous alliteration, like all 
kinds of superfluous emphasis, is vulgar and disgusting, 
the verse of the most classical of our poets is ofteo much 
more indebted for its muBic to alliteration than is eom- 
raonly supposed. By a po<it, who is a master of his art, 
and knows how to conceal snch assonances by allite- 
rating initial letters with others in the middle of words, 
or by employing similar consonantal sounds represented 
hy difierent letters, and so on, the most delicate, as well 
as the most forcible eflects, of emphasis may be given, as 
if by magic, and the Impression of metre everywhere 
enhanced as if by an invisible agent. Furthermore, as 
rhyme gracefully used has a certain charm proper to 
itself, and apart from its metrical value, so alliteration is 
sometimes a real ornament when it is little else, as in 
this epitaph " On a Vii^n," by Herrick : — 

" Huah'd be all things; no noiee here, 
But the toning of a tear ; 
Or a sigh of auch as bring 
Cowslips for her covering." 
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But alliteration has served, and, in Icelandic verse, still 
serves, a far more important and systematic purpose. 
Oae of the most scieDtifically perfect metres ever in- 
vented, if, indeed, it be not perfect beyond all others, 
when considered with reference to the lan^age for 
which it was destined, is the great Gothic alliterating 
metre, the only metre of which we can affirm that it has 
been tiie main vehicle of the whole poetry of any one 
laDguage, mncb less of a groop of languages. The 
general law of this metre is, that it shall consist of a 
series of verses, each of which is divided, by a powerful 
cffisura, into two sections, or hemistiche. Each hemi- 
stich contains two accented syllables, and an indefinite 
number of unaccented ones; the accents being oc- 
casionally, though rarely, adjacent, and sometimes, 
though not less rarely, preceded, separated, or followed 
by as many as three syllables without accent, that being 
as large a number as can be articulated without 
destroying the approximate equality of time between 
accent and accent, which, I cannot too often repeat, is 
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the primary condition of metre in all languages. In tbe 
first hemistich, the two accented sylUbles alliterate, and 
this alliteration is coDtioued on to oae, and that one 
most usually, though not, ae Uask would have it, 
regularly, tbe first of the accented syllables in the 
second. Thb law, which seems to have been regarded 
by Mitford, Percy, Bask, Guest, Hegel, and others, as 
an arbitrary one, is most admirably adapted to fulfil the 
conditions of a truly accentual metre, that is to say, of a 
metre which, totally abandoning the element of natural 
syllabic quantity, takes the isochronous bar for the 
metrical integer, and uses the same kind of liberty as is 
claimed by the musical composer, in filling up that 
space. Of this metre, which in England outlived the 
Anglo-Saxon language several centuries, the following 
Hnes from " Pierce Plowman'sVisions," may serve as an 
illustration ; it being understood that the two distichs 
are usually written as one line in Anglo-Saxon verse. 

" i looked on my Jeft balfe 
As the lady me taught, 
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And was ware of a woman 
Worttlyith clothed, 
Pur filed with pelure, 
The finest upon erthe ; 
Crowned with a crowne, 
The king hath no better." 

This role must appear extremely simple even to those 
to whom it may be presented for the first time. The 
artistical effect which results from its observance canuot 
be expected to strike so immediately, but we venture to 
say that no ^od ear, when once accustomed to it, can 
fail to perceive in this law a foantaia of pure and beauti- 
ful metrical character,* or at leaet to absolve it from the 
charge of any essential quaintness or oddity, though an 
appearance of such character inevitably attaches itself at 
first to what is so far from our daily notions. The 

• Since these lines were written, Mr. William Monia has 
Dsed, with sometimes excellent effect, a metre verj similar to 
this in his poem called " Love is Enough." His verses, how- 
ever, would frequently have been the better for adhering more 
closely than they do to the alliterative law of the original 
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meaning of this law, the caase of its just effect, eeemD, 
as I have hinted, to have been overlooked by critics. If 
I do not err, the following is the right account of this 
interesting matter. It ia to be observed, first, that, 
according to the rule of this measure, the bemisticfa or 
vereicle of two accents may contain from three to seven, 
or even more Byllahles; secondly, that this metre, like 
all others, depends for its existence on having the 
metrical accents in easily recognisable positions, a doubt- 
ful place for the accent being rniuous to ai^ metre; 
thirdly, that, in a language consisting, as the Anglo- 
Saxon does, chiefly of monosyllables, the place of the 
accent in a series of several syllables must often be 
doubtful, unless it occurs pretty regularly on every 
second or every third syllable, as in iambic and anapcestic 
verse, or unless the immediate recognition of its place be 
assisted by some artifice. Now, this artifice is supplied 
by the alliteration, which marks, as a rule, at least tico out 
of the Jour emphatic ayllahles in each pair of versicles, and 
these two are precisely those which, in asynartete verse, lite 
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the Anglo-Saxon, it is moat essential that there should be 
no doubt about, namely, the emphatic tillable lohich pre- 
cedes, and that which follows the strongly marked casura 
b^ which the versiclet are separated. The metrical dot 
which, ID ancient MSS. commonly marks the main 
c»eura in Anglo-Saxon and other Old English asynartete 
verse, is unessential in this place, if the alliteration be 
properly adhered to. The dot was most likely used at 
first only to dietiDguieh verses,* and its further employ- 
ment to mark the c»sura seems likely to have arisen 
from the lax observance, by some poeta, of the alliterative 
law, which, in Anglo-Saxon verse, is sometimes neg- 
lected to a degree for which we can only account by the 
sapposition that this uuartistic use of the crosural dot 
reacted upon the practice of the poets, and increased the 

• " Anglo-Saaon poetrj," sajs Mr. Ghiest, " was written con- 
tinQonaly like prose. In aome MS3. the point aeparated the 
sactioiiB," i.e., versiclea or liemietiohs ; " in otherB it separated 
the oonpleta," (i.e., veraes) ; " in others the point was naed merely 
to close a period, and the versification had nothing but the 
rhjthm to indicBite it." 
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laxity which it w^ employed to GOimteract. This, 
however, it could only do in very small part ; it quite 
fails to supply the needful aseietance to the accentuation 
in such a metre, although it marks the place of a pause. 
In fact, the law of alliteration is the only conceivable 
iuirinaic mode of immediately indicating ike right metrical 
accentuation where the language consists mainly of mono- 
syllables and the verse admits of a varying number of 
unempAatic syllables, before, between, and after the accented 
ones. 

The weak point of Back's approximate statement of 
the laws of Anglo-Saxon versification has been pointed 
out by Mr. Guest, but the writer's view of why it is the 
weak point seems to me to be erroneous. Bask says 
that all the syllables preceding the alliterating syllable 
in the second hemistich are unaccented, and form a 
"complement" which must be carefully separated from 
the verse, of which this "complement" forms no part. 
Mr. Guest rightly thinks that, when, as sometimes 
happens, the alliterating syllable is preceded by four, 
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Gve, or more syllables, it is impossible to ruad them all 
without accentuation ; but tbe more forcible answer is, 
that the very notion of a " complement," as stated by 
Kask, is contrary to the nature of metre. The " ana- 
erusisj" or unaccented portion of a foot or bar, which 
generally commences a verse or a strain of melody, is 
the nearest approximation to Bask's idea of a " comple- 
ment" which the nature of metre will admit; but 
" anacrusis" is always less than the isochronous metrical 
or musical spaces which succeed it, whereas Bask's 
"complement," as we understand, and as Mr. Guest 
understands it, may be of indefinite length, to the utter 
destruction of all metrical continuity. The true account 
of all thoee caaes in which raoie than two, or at most 
three, syllables precede the alliterating syllable in the 
Eecond hemistich is, that, when they are not erroneous 
transcriptions, they are metrical laxities, from which we 
have uo reason to suppose that Anglo-Saxon poets were 
singnlarly exempt. 

The view which I have taken of the metrical motive 
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of allitenitioa in Aoglo-Saxoa verse, as a meaiiB of 
emphasising to the hearer, and of immediately cer- 
tifying to the reader, the places of the principal accents, 
ia further confirmed by the fact, that, whereas, when 
the Anglo-Saxon poets used rhyme, they lavished it 
with an abundance which showed that it had no 
metrical valne in their eyes, and was introduced for the 
mere pleasure of the jingle, and to such an extent, that 
every word in a famous poem quoted by Conybeare 
rhymes with some other, it was just the reverse with 
the alliteration, which is almost invariably limited to 
three syllables. Now, had it not been for the existence 
- of the metrical motive which I have indicated, the 
liking for jingle which led to the composition of such 
rhymes would have also led to a similar profusion of 
alliteration ; but this limitation of the alliteration to 
the places of the most important accents was strictly 
observed, and immoderate alliteration only manifested 
itself in English verse, when the alliterative metre had 
given place to metres regulated by rhyme, after which 

DoliiHihyGoOHlc 



ENGLISH METEICAL LAW. 63 

changfij rhyme assumed metrical strictness and mode- 
ration, and alliteration, when used at all, was confined 
by no rule, but was sometimes carried through every 
word in a verse, without any regard to the accentual 
quality of the syUables,* 

It seems to have afforded matter of surprise to some, 
that the Anglo-Saxon poets, though fully understanding 
the metrical use of Snal rhyme, should have employed it 
metricaUi/ only when writing in Latin. A little con- 
sideratioD, however, will suffice to show that final rhyme 
is not only not necessary, but that it is contrary to the 
nature of Anglo-Saxon alliterative verse, of which the 
greatest commendation is the vast variety allowed for the 
position of the accents— a variety not possible where the 
accents are not artificially indicated. It is obvious, that 



• Welsh poetry, from the earliest times, has made an abun- 
dant use of aUitenttion, the rules for its emplojment having even 
been fixed at congresses of the bards ; bnt, as far as I can judge 
from examination of the verse without a knowleJge of the Un- 
gate, the aUiteratbn in Welsh poetrj is not metrical, but 
" oraammUal." 
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this variety would be very mach dimicished by the use 
of final rhyme, which, as in the only regularly rhyming ' 
Anglo-Saxon poem known, namely, that which Cony- 
beare gives in hia " Introduction," both supersedes the 
object of alliteration, and compels a like arrangement of 
accented and unaccented syllables in the latter part of 
each versicle. The accentual variations possible !n an 
Anglo-Saxon verse — (Hask would call it a couplet] — of 
four accents, are computed bj Mr. Guest as being 324 
in number. Final rhyming of the versicles or hemi- 
stichs would greatly reduce this number. 

Before taking leave of this part of my subject, 
something must be said concerning the question of the 
cadence of Anglo-Saxon alliterative verse. This ques- 
tion,, at first sight, appears to he one of more difBculty 
than it really is. The actual metrical delivery of any 
long passage of Anglo-Saxon verse might puzzle the 
best Anglo-Saxon scholar, owing to the impossibility of 
settling, in every case, the right pronunciation of words, 
and to the fact that the laws of alliteration, as stated by 
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Kaek, though they mnet have afforded most Bufficing 
assistaDce to those for whom Anglo-Saxon was a living 
language, are by no means so invariably observed as to 
afford infallible guidance to us. The cadence, however, 
may be settled theoretically, by a consideration of the 
constant nature of metre. Indeed, I hold, against the 
opinion of Mr. Guest, that Mitford has settled the 
qaestion, and has proved that the cadence is triple. 
Mr. Guest maintains that, in our ancient poetry, the 
common and triple cadences were inextricably mixed, 
and that " it is not till a period comparatively modern, 
that the common and triple measares disentangle them- 
selves from the heap, and form, as it were, the two 
limits of onr English rhythm." Now, in support of 
Mitford's view: — First: There is a strong natural 
probability that the verse of a language like the Aaglo' 
Saxon, which, when spoken, would fall into " common" 
or " iambic" time, on account of the great prepou' 
deranoe of monoByllables, and the consequently usual 
tltemation of one accented and one nnacceuted syllable, 
r 
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would assume tbe "triple" or " anapsestic" cadence, as 
the Bimplest and moet obvious distinction from prose 
and ordioary speaking. Secondly : Tbe triple and 
common cadences cannot be mixed, as Mr. GaeE^t 
supposes them to have been, without destroying cadence 
altogether. The example which Mr. Gaest gives of this 
imaginary mixture, tells strikingly the other way, and 
proves the defective ear, which seems to have led the 
writer into this and other mistakes. Mr, Gnest quotes 
the following lines by Sir Walter Scott : — 

" Merrily swim we : the moon ahiaes bright : 
Downward we drift through shadow and light: 
Under jon rock tbe eddies sleep 
Calm and silent, dark and deep." 

Tbe last line, Mr. Guest says, is in common cadence. 
Now, its excellent effect, on tbe contrary, depends 
entirely upon the obligation to read it into triple 
cadence, by dwelling very long on the accented syllables, 
an obligation which results from its forming an integral 
part of a passage in that cadence. Forget the three 
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preceding lioes, and read the laet as if it formed one of 
a series of seren-sylUble trocliaics, and its movement 
and character are totally changed. Tiut we tee that an 
entire line may he in common or triple cadence, according to 
the cadence of the context. In "Paradise Lost" there 
are several linea, which, if they stood alone, or in juxta- 
position with others like them, would naturally read 
into triple cadence. Thirdly and lastly : Much, if not 
all, the supposed difficulty in the way of regarding 
Anglo-Saxon verse as altogether in triple time, disappears 
when we remember that it was originally meant to be 
snng to the harp, and that its rhythmical movement 
might very well be obscure, confused, and apparently 
" mixed," until developed by highly emphatic delivery, 
and musical accompaniment. 

The metrical function of rhyme, like that of allitera- 
tion, has never yet been fully recognised. The battle 
of rhyme was fought with much ability between Campion 
and Daniel, in the beginning of the seventeenth century. 
Campion, in bis " Observations on the Art of English 
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Poesy," violently attacked "the vulgar and uaartificiall 
cuetome of rimiDg," and supported hie destructive with 
a constructive attempt, giving specimens of several 
modes of rhymelesa Eogliah metiCj his example of heroic 
verse being remarkable for its studied, and almost 
Miltonic science, as compared with the like attempts of 
Surrey and Grimoald. Daniel meets Campion's vitu- 
peration of rhyme, as a superfluous and barbarous ex- 
crescence, with solid, and sometimes profound, argu- 
ments. He justly says, "Our rbyme is an excellencie 
added to this worke of measure," and though himself a 
scfaolsr, in a time of strong scholastic prejudices, de- 
clares it to be "a harintinie farre happier than any 
proportion antiquitie could ever shew us," adding, con- 
cerning the classic numbers advocated by his adversary, 
the following remarks, which are worth the consideration 
of those who, in our own day, would revive Campion's 



" If ever they become anything, it must be by the appro- 
bation of ages, that must give them their strength for any 
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operation, or before the world will feel where the pulse, life, 
and energy lies, which now we're sure where to find in otir 
rymes, whose knoune frame hath those due Btayes for the 
mind, those incounteis of touch as make the motion certaine, 
though tiie varietie be infinite. Nor will the general! sort, 
for whom we write (the wise being above bookes), taste these 
laboured measures but as an ordertie prose when we have 
done all. For this kinde acquaintance and continuall fami- 
liarity ever had betwixt our ear and this cadence, is growne 
to so intimate a freindship as it will now hardly ever be 
brought to misse it. For bee the verae never so good, never 
so full, it seems not to satisfie noi breede tliat delight as 
when it ia met and combined with like soimding accent 
which seemes as the jointure without which it hangs loose 
and cannot subsist, but runs wildely on, like a tedious fancie 
without a close." 

This writer was the first to do justice to rhyme as a 
means of indefinitely extending the Hmits, and multiply- 
ing the symmetry of measure by the formation of 
stanzas. 

" These limited proportions and rests of stanzas are of that 
happiness, both for the dispoMlaon of the matter, and the apt 
planting of the sentence, where it may best stand to hit the 
certaine close of delight, with the fiiU body of a just period 
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well carried, as neither the Greeks nor the Latins ever 
attained nnto," 

The transcendent genius of Milton succeeded in esta- 
blishing one kind of rhymeless narrative metre, in the face 
of the obstacles justly alleged hy Daniel; and the ever- 
increasing fatniliarity of that metre to English ears, has 
given rise, in our days, to renewed donbts of the legitimacy 
of rhyme, and to renewed occasion for insistingon its claim. 
Rhyme is so far from being extra-metrical and merely 
" ornameDtal," as most persons imagine it to be, that it 
is the quality to which nearly all our metres owe their 
very existence. The octo-syllabio couplet and quatrain, 
two of the most important measures we have, are 
measures only by virtue of the indication, supplied by 
rhyme, of the limits of the ver&e; for they have no 
catalectic pause, without which " blank verse" in English 
is impossible. All staves, as Daniel remarks, are created 
by rhyme. It is almost impossible, by even the most 
skilful arrangement of unrbymed verEes, to produce a 
recurrent metre of several lines long. Campion, in bis 
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beautiful lines, beginning " Rose-cbeek'd Laura, come;" 
Collins, in his "Ode to Evening;" Mr. Tennjson, in 
his &inous song, " Tears, Idle Tears," and a few other 
poets, ID one or two short poems eaeh, have succeeded 
in forming the stave without rhyme ; but the rareness 
of these attempts proves the difficulty of sacceediug in 
them, and, afler all, the success seems scarcely worth 
the pains. Sir Philip Sydney and George Futtenham 
agree vith Daniel in regarding rhyme as the highest 
metrical power we have. Mr. Guest, in modem days, 
does rhyme the justice to say, that "it marks and 
defines the accent, and thereby strengthens and supports 
the rhythm. Its advantages have been felt so strongly, 
that no people have ever adopted an accentual rhythm 
without also adopting rhym&" Mitford and others 
have also recognised the function of rhyme as a time- 
beater, though their imperfect apprehension of the 
accentual constitntion of our verse has necessarily pre- 
vented a clear understanding of that fuDCtioQ. Hegel, 
whose observation on the necessity of the material coun- 

DoliiHihyGoOgle 



72 PREFATORY BTDBT ON 

terpoise afforded by metre to the high spirituality of 
poetic tboaght has been already quoted, remarks, in 
compariog ancient with modem yersification, that, 
whereas in the first, that counterpoise is munly supplied 
by the nataral length or brevity of syllables, which 
spiritual expression is not permitted to alter or destroy, 
ID the latter, the verbal accent, conferred by the signi- 
fication, ^ves length wherever it chances to (all. Du 
liehat is s spondee, an iambus, or a trochee, according to 
the signification borne by the words. The material or 
external element of syllabic quantity, is thus dissolved 
and lost in the spirituality which produces quanUty 
instead of obeying it ; and this loss, he maintains, is not 
compensated by the law of accentual division which 
remains. A new power, working ah extra, is required ; 
and this is found in rhyme, of which the very grossness, 
as compared with syllabic quantity, is a great advantage, 
inasmuch as the greater spirituality of modem thought 
and feeling, demand a more forcible material contrast. 
The infiuence of rhyme upon measure is most 
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remarkably shown in ita siirplest operation; for, in 
Btanzas of ekborate construction, its powers, though 
always metrical and deoieive, are too intricately in- 
volved, and too much connected, in their working, with 
other metrical principles, to he traced and described in 
this brief Gummary. Every one feels that, in a rhymed 
couplet, there is an accentual emphasis upon the second 
line, which tends to a corresponding concentration of 
meaning. But this very power of concentration implies 
a power of distribution. Perhaps the stateliest and 
inost truly "heroic" measure in any language, dead or 
living, is the " rhythm royal," a stanza of seven ten- 
syllable lines, with three sets of rhymes so distributed 
' that the emphasis derived from rhyme, in one part, is 
exactly neutralised by a similar concentration upon 
another. This, accordiog to Puttenham, "is the chief 
of oar ancient proportions used by any rimer writing 
anything of historical or grave import," This was the 
heroic measure of Chaucer and his successor for nearly 
three centuries, during which peiiod " the heroic 
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couplet" was regarded as fit only for Lamoroos sub- 
jects. 

A rhymed stare has its criterion for length in the length 
of the period. That which is too long for a period is 
too long for a stare^ which, as a rule, requires that there 
shall be no full stop except at tlie end. But the average 
length of the period will vary with the statelinees of the 
style. As the "Pope couplet" takes the narrowest, 
" Bliythm royal" assumes the widest limit practicable 
for a long poem. The former measure, after enjoying 
more than a century of unequalled favour, has now 
relapsed into its old disrepute; and most persons will 
now agree with Daniel, when he writes : "I must con- 
fesse that, to mine own eare, those contiuuall cadences 
of couplets, used in long and continued poems, are very 
tiresome and unpleaeing." The fault of this couplet b 
not only its essentially epigrammatic character, which is 
bat a relative defect; it is, furthermore, absolutely 
faulty, inasmuch as the combination of immediately 
recurrent rhyme, with the long final pause, gives an 
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emphasis contrasting too strongly with the very weak 
accentual construction of the line, which, as ii is ordi- 
narily treated, has no sectional — •i.e., "dipodal" — division. 
This measure, having thus no place for the mi^or 
accents unmUtakably fixed, as is the case with all true 
dimeters and tetrameters, most poets have, throughout 
their writings, neglected those accents, or misplaced 
them. The poverty of this metre, no less than its epi- 
grammatic character, fits it, however, for the purposes of 
satire, which, in most of its kinds, has any property rather 
than that of " voluntary moving harmonious numbers." 
The class of metres, which, of all others, is proved, by 
theory as well as experience, to be the best adapted to 
the popular mind in all f^es, conld not exist in modern 
languages, without rhyme. This is the tetrameter of 
the trochaic or " common" cadence. Many metres 
come under this head, and ull of them have been really 
popular, which cannot be said of any form of trimeter in 
the same cadence. The ancient " Saturnian," though 
described by Hermann as a oatalectio dimeter iambic, 
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followed, with the divisiou of a powerful ciesura, hy three 
trochees, is, when Bcanned with allowance for the 
CEBsnral and final pans^ ohviously a tetrameter, as any 
one may satisfy himself from this illustration, 

" The Queen waa in her parlour, eating bread and honey," 

which Macaulay, in a note to the "Lays of Ancient 
Eome," gives as an example of " a perfect Satumian 
line," The "Cid" and "Nibelungen Lied" are hoth in 
this metre, thongh the authors have adopted the great 
latitude, falsely called license, in the use or omission of 
middle pauses and catalesis, which Hermann remarks in 
the employment of this metre by Livius Andronicus and 
NsBvius. To this head also belongs the once popular 
"Alexandrine," as it appears in the Polyolbion. I 
suppose that most critics would call this a trimeter, but 
I defy any one to read it into anything but a tetrameter, 
having a middle and a final pause each equal to a foot. 
Tie ao-called " Alexandrine" at ike end of the Spenserian 
slansa, it quite a different verse, thovgk including the 
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tame number of syllables ; it ig the mere JiUing up of the 
trimeter ; aod that Spenser intended it eo is proved by 
the innumerable instances in which he has made middle 
pause impossible. Between the true Alexandrine, then^ 
which ie loaded with pause and eatalexis to the utmost 
the tetrameter will bear, and the acatalectic tetrameter, 
as represented by the sixteen syllables constituting the 
half of the eight syllable quatrain, there are as many 
metres, which are real tetrameters, as there are possible 
variations of the middle and final pause. Of these, none 
has taken so strong a hold upon the English ear as the 
ballad metre of fourteen syllables, with the stress on tho 
eighth, or, what is the same thing, the stave of "eight 
and Rix." Here, it may be remarked by the way, that 
Dr. Johnson's assertion that the ballad stanza of seven 
accents "taught the way to the Alexandrines of the 
French poetry," instead of being, as Mitford says, a 
proof of his ignorance of French . poetry, appears to 
indicate his just appreciation of their heroic verse, as 
belonging to the tetrameter stock and not the trimeter. 
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Tbis SDcient Darrative metre, which, thoDgh almoet 
excluded from the "polite literature" of the eighteentli 
century, never lost its charm for the people, has lately 
recovered Eomething of its ancient credit. Its tnie 
force, however, can only be ebown in more sustained 
flights than have been attempted in it by modern poets. 
Properly managed, there is no other metre eo well able 
to represent the combined dignity and impetuosity of 
the heroic hexameter. This was felt by the old writers, 
and, accordingly, we have Chapman's Homer, Phaer's 
Virgil, Golding's Ovid, and other notable translations in 
that grand measure. Of these, Chapman was the best 
poet, hut Phaer the best metrist ; and, as this measure 
is again coming into fashion, I may be allowed to point 
out one interesting peculiarity in the versification of the 
latter. It is the use of what is commonly, but erro- 
neously regarded as elision, as a deliberately adopted 
mode of relieving the cadence and approximating it to 
the rhythm of the hexameter. Here are four average I 
lines: — 
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" Thus, roUing ia her burning breast, she eti^t to Acolia 
hied, 
Into the countrie of cloudy skies, where blustering windes 

King (Eolns the wraatling windea in caves he locks full low ; 
In prison strong the storms he keeps, forbidden abroad to 
blow," 

In these four lines, we have no fewer than six real 
anapceets, counting " wrastling" as one. When we 
say real anapasts, we mean to exclude those which are 
commonly called anapiests, as — 

" And we order our subjects of every degree, 
To believe all his verses were written by me." 

In this, our vulgar triple cadence, the feet, by 
temporal measurement of the syllablesj are nearer to 
tribrachs or molossi than anapteats ; whereas, in cases of 
so called elision like the above, two syllables really are 
read into about the time of oncj and suci cases eonsUivte 
the only element of true temporal metre, m the classical 
sense, of which our language is capable. Many poets 
have introduced a superfluous syllable for peculiar 
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eSucta, but Phaer is the only writer I know of wlio has 
turned it into a metrical elemeat in this way. The poet 
who may be coomgeoua enough to repeat, in onr day, 
Fhaer's experiment (the euccese of which, in his time, is 
proved by its never having been remarked), must fortify 
himself against the charge of being " rough," " nn- 
musical," and so forth, with the asBurance, that, 
wherever there b true adherence to law and proportion, 
there is also beauty, though want of custom may often 
make his law seem license to his readers. A con- 
siderable Btep has been taken towards the recognition ol 
this element, as a regular part of English metre, in. the 
omission, from the p^ies of oar poets, of the comma 
indicative of an elision which does not really exist. 
This little digression may be concluded with Foster's 
remark, made at a time when the mark of elision was 
always used, that " the anapaest is common in every 
place (of English iambic verse), and it wonld appear 
much oftener, with propriety and grace, if albreviatioua 
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"This tynkerly veree, which we call rhyme,"* in- 
clades, then, all the forms of the tetrameter, tie major 
accents of w&ici could not be expressed to an Mifflisi ear 
hy any other means, except alliteration, which is a sort 
of rhyme. I need not inqaire into any of the minor 
and better recognieed functions of rhyme in order to 
Becnre the student's respect for it. 

Campion has given examples of eight kinds of " Want 
verse;" and with the dogmatism for which his 
interesting essay is remarkahle, he asserts that these 
are the only kinds of which the langoage is capable; 
but it would not be ditScult to doable that number, 
reckoning blank staves or strophes as he does. That 
which limits the number of such measures is the 
□eceesity that the Hues should be always catalectic, 
since, in the absence of rhyme, a measurable final panse 
is the only means of marking the separate existence of 
the verses, and, furthermore, that the strophes or staves 

• Webbe. 
G 
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shonld consist of lines of unequal length, in order to 
render symmetry possible. The common eight-syllable 
iambiCj for example, ceases to be metre on the removal 
of the rhyiqe, although the six-syllable iambic, which is 
catalectic on, or has a final pause equal to, two syllables, 
makes very good blank verse ; and a stave of equal lines, 
like that of Gray's Elegy, on the omission of the rhyme, 
though it may continue to be verse, has lost the means 
of symmetrical opposition of line to line, whereby it 
became an independent whole. But, notwithstanding 
the practibility of various kinds of unrhymed verse, 
there is only one which has established itself with us as 
a standard measure; and that is, of all recc^nised 
English metres, the most difficult to write well iu, 
because it, of all others, affords the greatest facilities to 
mediocrity. Cowper, whose transUtion of Homer 
contains a great deal of the second-best blank verse in 
the language, says, in his Preface, that the writer in 
this kind of metre, " in order that he may be musical, 
must exhibit all the variations, as he proceeds, of 
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which ten syllables are susceptible. Between the 
first and the last, there ie no place at whicfa he must 
not occasioDally pause, and the place of the pause 
most be continually shifted." This is what is com- 
monly supposed to constitute the main requirement 
of blank verse; but this is very far from a sufficient 
statement of the " variety" required by the metre in 
question. In the first place, pause is but one, and, 
perhaps, not the most important means of "variety." 
Milton, who first taught us what this kind of verse 
ought to be, is careful to vary the movement by au 
occasional inversion of the iambic accentuation in each 
of the five places : the variation of the vowel sounds is 
also most laboriously attended to by him ; and rightly, 
for the absence of the emphasis which is conferred by 
rhyme, when it exists, upon one vowel sound, renders 
every repetition of vowel sound, within the space of two 
or three lines, unpleasant, unless it appears to have had 
a distinct musical motive. But the great difficulty, as 
well as delight, of this measure is not in variety of 
a 2 
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panse, tooe, and stress, for its own sake. Soch variety 
must be incessantly inspired by, and expressive of, ever- 
varying emotion. Every alteration of the position of 
the grammatical pause, every deviation from the strict 
and dull iambic rhythm, must be either sense or non- 
sense. Suci change U a» real a mode of expressing emo- 
tion as words themselves are of expretsing thought ; and 
when the means exist without reference to their proper 
ends, the effect of the " variety" thereby obtained, is 
more offensive to a right judgment, than the dalness 
which is supposed to be avoided. Hence it is the nature 
of blank verse to be dull, or worse, without that which 
only the highest poetical inspiration can confer upon it. 
I am afraid to say how very small is the amount of good 
narrative, or " heroic" blank verse, of which our litera- 
ture can boast, if I have truly stated its essential 
quality. No poet, unless he feels himself to be above 
discipline, and therefore above the greatest poets of 
whose modes of composition we have any record, ought 
to think of beginning his career with blank verse. It 
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will sound very paradoxical to some, whea I assert that 
the most inflexibly rigid, and as they are commonly 
thooght, difficult metres, are the easiest for a novice to 
write decently in. The greater the frequency of the 
rhyme, and the more fixed the place of the grammatical 
pause, and the less liberty of changing the fundamental 
foot, the less will be the poet's obligation to originate 
his own rhythms. Most rhymed metres have a rhythm 
peculiar to themselves, and only require that the matter 
for which they are employed shall not be foreign to their 
key; but blank verse — when treated as it hitherto 
always has been, except occasionally by Shakspeare, that 
is, without any predominating reference to the normal 
places of the major and minor accents — has little or no 
rhythm of its own, and therefore the poet has to create 
the rhythm as he writes. 
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TAME ETON CHUBCH-TOWBE, 
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AMELIA. 



Whbnk'ek mine ejea do my Amelia greet 
It is with sueh emotion 
As when, in childhood, turning a dim street, 
I first beheld the ocean. 

There, where the little, bright, surf-breathing town. 
That shew'd me first her beauty and the sea. 
Gathers its skirts against the gorse-gilt down 
And scatters gardens o'er the southern lea. 
Abides this Maid 



HihyGoogle 



Within a kind, yet sombre Mother's shade, 

Who of her daughter's graces seems almost afiraid. 

Viewing them ofttimes with a scared forecast, 

Caught, hapl;, from obscnre love-peril past. 

Howe'er that be. 

She scants me of my right. 

Is cunning careful evermore to bait 

Sweet separate talk, 

And fevers my delight 

By frets, if, on Amelia's cheek of peach, 

I touch the notes which music cannot read). 

Bidding " Good-night I" 

Wherefore it came that, till to-day's dear date, 

I curs'd the weary months which yet I have to wait 

Ere I find heaven, one>nested with my mate. 

To-day, the Mother gave, 
To urgent pleas and promise to behave . 

As she were there, her lonf^-hesought consent 
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To trust Amelia with TDe to the grave 
Where lay my once-betrothed, MUlicent : 
" For," Baid she, hiding ill a moistening eye, 
" Thongh, Sir, the vord sounds hard, 
" God makes as if He least knew how to guard 
" The treasure He loves best, simplicity." 

And there Amelia stood, for fairness shewii 
Like a young apple-tree, in flosh'd array 
Of white and ruddy flow'r, auroral, gay, 
With chilly blue the maiden branch betweeu ; 
And yet to look on her moved less the mind 
To say " How beauteous !" than " How good and kind !" 

And 80 we went alone 
By walls o'er which the lilac's numerous plume 
Shook down perfiime ; 
Trim plots close blown 
With daisies, in conspicuous myriads seen, 
Engross'd each one 
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WitK single ardour for her eponsej the sun ; 

Garths in their glad array 

Of white and ruddy branch, aaroral, gay, 

With azure chill the maiden Gov't between ; 

Meadows of fervid green. 

With sometime sudden prospect of untold 

Cowslips, like chance-found gold ; 

And broadcast buttercups at joyful gaze, 

Bending the air with pr^se, 

Like the six-hundred'thousand-Toiced shout 

Of Jacob campM in Midian put to rout ; 

Then through the Park, 

Where Spring to livelier gloom 

Quickened the cedars dajk. 

And, 'gainst Hie clear sky cold. 

Which shone afar 

Crowded with sunny alps oracular, 

Greatchestnutsraisedthemselves abroad like clifiaof bloom; 
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And everywhere. 

Amid the ceaseless rapture of the lark. 

With wonder new 

We caught the solemn voice of single air, 

" Cuckoo \" 

And when Amelia, 'bolden'd, saw and heard 
How bravely sang the bird. 
And all things in God's bounty did rejoice. 
She who, her Mother by, spake seldom word. 
Did her charm'd silence doff. 
And, to my happy marvel, ber dear voice 
Went as a clock does, when the pendulum's off. 
HI Monarch of man's heart the Maiden who 
Does not aspire to be High-Fontiff too ! 
So she repeated sofl her Poet's line, 
" By grace divine, 

" Not otherwise, O Nature, are we thine !" 
And I, up the bright steep she led me, trod, 
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And the like thought pursued 

"With, " What is gladness without gratitude, 

" And where is gratitude without a God ?" 

And of delight, the gnerdon of His laws. 

She spake, in learned mood ; 

And I, of Him loved reverently, as Cause, 

Her sweetly, aa Occasion of all good. 

Nor were we shy, 

For souls in heaven that be 

May talk of heaven without hypocrisy. 

And now, when we drew near 
The low, grey Church, in its aequester'd dell, 
A shade upon me fell. 

Dead MiUioent indeed had heen most sweet, 
Snt I how little meet 
To call such graces in a Maiden mine I 
A hoy's proud passion free affection blunts ; 
His well-meant flatteries oft are blind affronts; 
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And many a tear 

Waa Millicenf 8 before I, manlier, knew 

That maidens shine 

As diamonds do, 

Wliich, thoagh moat clear. 

Are not to be seen through ; 

And, if she put her virgin self aside 

And sate her, crownless, at my conquering feet. 

It should have bred in me humility, not pride. 

Amelia had more luck than Millicent : 

Secure she smiled and warm &om all mischance 

Or from my knoirledge or my ignorance. 

And glow'd content 

With my — some might have thought too much — 
superior age. 

Which seem'd the gage 

Of steady kindness all on her intent. 

Thus nought forebade us to be fiilly blent. 
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While, therefore, now 
Her pensive footstep stirr'd 
The damell'd garden of unheedfal death. 
She ask'd what Millicent was like, and heard 
Of eyes like her's, and honeysuckle breath, 
And of a wiser than a woman's brow. 
Yet fiU'd with only woman's love, and how 
Ad incidental greatness character'd 
Her unconsidet'd ways. 
But all my praise 

Amelia thonght too slight for Millicent, 
And on my lovelier-fireighted arm she leant. 
For more attent ; 
And the tea-rose I gave. 

To deck her breast, she dropp'd upon the grave. 
" And this was her's," said I, decoring with a band 
Of mildest pearls Amelia's milder hand. 
" Nay, I will wear it for ier sake," she said : 

DoliiHihyGoOHlc 



For dear to maidens are their rivals dead. 

And BO, 
She seated od the black yew's tortured root, 
I on the carpet of sere shreds below. 
And nigh the little mound where lay that other, 
I kias'd her lips three times without dispute. 
And, with bold worship suddenly aglow, 
I lilted to my lips a sandaU'd foot. 
And kiss'd it three times thrice without dispute. 
Upon my head her fingers fell like snow. 
Her lamb-like hands about my neck she wreathed. 
Her arms like slumber o'er my shoulders crept. 
And with her bosom, whence the azalea breathed. 
She did my face full favourably smother. 
To hide the heaving secret that she wept 1 

Now would I keep my promise to her Mother ; 
Now I arose, and raised her to her feet. 
My best Amelia, fresh>bom from a kiss, 
H 
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Moth-like, full-blown in birthdew shuddering sweet. 
With great, kind eyes, in whose brown shade 
Bright Venus and her Baby play'd I 

At inmost heart well pleased with oae another, 
What time the slant son low 

Through the plongh'd field does each clod sharply shew, 
And softly fills 

With shade the dimples of our homeward hills. 
With little said, j 

We left the 'nilder'd garden of the deadj 
And gain'd the gorse-lit shoulder of the down I 

That keeps the north-wind from the nestling town. 
And caught, once more, the vision of the wave, 
Where, on the horizon's dip, • I 

A many-sailed ship 

Pursued alone her distant purpose grave ; I 

And, by steep steps rock-hewn, to the dim street 
I led her sacred feet ; 
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And BO the Daughter gave. 

Soft, moth-like, sweety 

Showy as damask<roae and shy as musk, 

Back to her Mother, aiudous in the dusk. 

And now " Good-night I" 

Me shall the phantom months no more affright. 

For heaven's gates to open well waits he 

Who keeps himself the key. 
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Fbucitt ! ' 

Who ope'st to none that knocks, jet, langhing veak, 
Yield'st all to Love that wilt not seek, 
And who, though won, wilt droop and die, 
UnleBB wide doors bespeak thee free. 
How safe's the bond of thee and me, 
Since thee I cherish and defy 1 i 

Is't Love or Friendship, Dearest, we obey ? 
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Ahj thou art young, and I am grey ; 

Bat Lappy man is he who knows 

How well time goes, 

With no unkind intruder by, 

Between such friends as thou and I ! 

'Twould wrong thy favour, Sweet, were I to say, 

'Tis best by far, 

When best thinge are not possible. 

To make the best of those that are ; 

For, though it be not May, 

Sure, few delights of Spring excel 

The beauty of this mild September day ! 

So with me walk. 

And view the dreaming field and bossy Autumn wood. 

And how in humble russet goes 

The Spouse of Honour, fair Repose, 

Far from a world whence love is Sed 

And truth is dying because joy is dead ; 
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And, if we hear the roaring vheel 

Of God's remoter Berrice, public zeal, 

Xiet us to stiller place retire 

And glad admire 

How, near Him, souads of working cease 

In little fervour and much peace ; 

And let ns talk 

Of holy things in happy mood. 

Learnt of thj blest twin-sister. Certitude ; 

Or let's about our neighbours chat. 

Well praising this, less praising that. 

And judging outer strangers by 

Those gentle and nnsanction'd lines 

To which remorse of equity 

Of old hath moved the School divines. 

Or linger where this willow bends. 

And let us, till the melody be canght, 

Harken that sudden, singing thought, 

DoliiHihyGoOHlc 



L'ALLEGEO. 103 

On which uaguesB'd increase to life perchance depends. 

He ne'er hears twice the same who hears 

The songs of heaven's unanimous spheres. 

And this may be the song to make, at last, amends 

For many sighs and boons in vain long sought ! 

Now, careless, let as stray, or stop 

To see the partridge from the covey drop. 

Or, while the evening air's like yellow wine. 

From the pure stream take out 

The playful trout, 

That jerks with rasping check the struggled line ; 

Or to the Farm, where, high on trampled stacks. 

The labourers stir themselves amain 

To feed with hasty sheaves of grain 

The deaf ning engine's boisterous maw, 

And snatch again. 

From to-and-fro tormenting racks. 

The toss'd and hustled straw ; 
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Whilst otbera tend the shedded wheat 

That fills yon row of shuddering sacks. 

Or shift them quick, and bind them neat, 

And dogs and boys with sticks 

Wait, murderous, for the rats that leave the min'd ricks ; 

And, all the bags being fill'd and rauk'd fivefold, they pour 

The treasure ou the barn's clean floor, I 

And take them back for more, I 

Until the whole bared harvest beauteous lies ' 

Under our pleased and prosperous eyes. 

Then let us give our idlest hour 

To the world's wisdom and its power ; 

Hear famous Goldeu-Tongue refuse 

To gander sauce that's good for goose, I 

Or the great Clever Party con 

How many grains of sifted sand, 

Heap'd, make a likely house to stand. 

How many fools one Solomon. 
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Science, beyond all other lust 

Endow'd with appetite for dust, 

We glance at where it grunta, well-sty'd, 

And pass upon the other aide. 

Pass also by, in pensive mood, 

Taught by thy kind twin-sister. Certitude, 

Yon puzzled crowd, whose tired intent 

Hunts like a pack without a scent. 

And now come home, 

Where none of onr mild days 

Can &il, though simple, to confess 

The magic of mysteriouBuess ; 

For there 'bide charming Wonders three, 

Besides, Sweet, thee. 

To comprehend whose commonest ways, 

Ev'n could that be, 

Were coward's 'vantage and no true man's praise, 
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1 
We left the Church at Tamerton 

In gloomy western air; 
To greet the day we gallop'd on, 

A merry- minded pair. 
The hazy East hot noon did bode ; 

Our horeea auuff'd the dawn ; 
We made ten Coniiah miles of road 

Before the dew was gone. 
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We domb the hill where Lanson's Keep 

Fronts Dartmoor's distant ridge ; 
Thence trotted South ; walk'd down the 8 

That slants to GreBSon Brid^ ; 
And paused awhile, where Tamar waits. 

In many a shining coil. 
And teeming Devon separates 

From Cornwall's sorry soil. 



Our English skies contain'd, that Spring, 

A Caribbean sun ; 
The singing birds forgot to sing, 

The rivulets to run. 
For three noons past, the skies had frown'd, 

Obscured with blighting shades 
That only mock'd the thirsty ground 

And unrejoicing glades. 
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To-day, before the noon was nigh, 

Bright-skirted vapours grew, 
And on the sky hung languidly; 

The sky was languid too. 
Our horses dropp'd their necks, and noaecl 

The dusty wayside grass. 
Whilst we beneath still boughs reposed 

And watch'd the water pass. 
We spoke of plighted Bertha : Frank 

Shot pebbles in the stream; 
And I lay by him on the bauk, 

But dreamt no lover's dream. 
She was a blythe and bashful maid, 

Much blushing in her glee ; 
Yet gracing all she did and said 

With sweet sufficiency. 
' Is Blanche as fair ?' ask'd I, who yearn'd 

To feel my life complete; 
To taste unselfish pleasures eam'd 

By service strict and sweet. 
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' Well, Bome say fiurer : she'll surprise 

Yoar heart with crimaon lipe ; 
Fat auderlids, that hold bright eyes 

In laaghing half-eclipse ; 
Alluring locks, done up with taate 

Behind her dainty ears ; 
And manners full of wayward haete, 

Tho' facile aa the deer's.' 



' You paint a leaflet, here and there ; 

And not the blossom : tell 
What mysteriee of good and fair 

These blazon'd letters spell.' 



' Her mouth and teeth, by Cupid's bow ! 

Are letters spelling " kiss ;" 
And, witchingly withdrawn below 

Twin worlds of baby-bliss, 
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Her w^t, so soft and emallj ma; meaa, 
' O, when will some one come 

' To make me catch m; breath between 
' His finger and his thumb !' 



My life, Hwae like a land of dreamB, 

Where oothing noble throve : 
Dull seem'd it as to maiden seemB 

"Hie veree that's not of love. 
' See where/ sigh'd I, ' the water dim 

Bepeats, with leaden hne, 
The fervid sun, the cloud's hot rim, 

The gap of dazzling bloe I' 
Quoth Frank, * I do, and thence foresee 

And all too plainly scan 
Some sentimental homily 

On Duty, Death, or Man. 



HihyGoogle 



TAMEETON CHUBCH-TOWEE; 

' "Kb this ;' eaid I, ' ont senses mar, 

Et*!! bo, sweet Nature's face, 
Unless by love revived thejr are. 

Or lit by beavenly grace. 
Below the hazel talks the rill ; 

My heart speaks not again ; 
The solemn clond, the stately hill, 

I look on each in vain. 
Sore he for whom no Power shall strike 

This darkness into day — ' 
' Is damn'dj' said Frank, who morall'd like 

The Fool in an old Play. 
' That* s true !' cried I, ' yet, as the worm 

That sickens ere it change — ' 
' Or Bs the pup that nears the term 

At which pups have the mange — 
Pooh ! Come, Man, let as on,' he said, 

' For now the storm is nigh !' 
And whilst we rode quaint sense we read 

Within the changing sky, 
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Above OB bent a prophet wild, 

Pointing to hidden harm ; 
Beyond, a magic woman smiled. 

And wove some wondrous charm ; 
Fast that, a censer jetted smoke : 

Black convolutions roll'd 
Sunwards, and caught the light, and broke 

In crowns of shining gold. 



The gape of bine shrank fast in spaa ; 

The long-forgotten breeze, 
By lazy starts and fits, began 

To stir the higher trees. 
At noon, we came to Tavistock; 

And sunshine still was there. 
But gloomy Dartmoor seem'd to mock 

Itfi weak and yellow glare. 
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The BwallowB, ia the wrathful light. 

Were pitching up and down ; 
A string of rooks made rapid flight, 

Dae southward, o'er the town, 
"Where, baiting at the Tiger-Inn, 

We talk'd by windows wide. 
Of BUnche and all my unseen kin. 

Who did onr coming bide. 

7 
The heavy sign-board swung and shriefd, 

In dark air whirl'd the vane. 
Blinds flapp'd, dust rose, and, straining, creak'd 

The shaken window-pane ; 
And, just o'erhead, a huge cloud flung, 

For earnest of its stores, 
A few calm drops, that struck among 

The light-leaved sycamores. 
Hot to be gone, Frank rose and eyed 

Bark cloud and swinging branch ; 
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Bat less long'd be to greet his Bride, 

Tbaa I to look on Blanche. 
Her name, pair'd still with praiso at home, 

Would make my pulses start; 
The hills between us were become 

A waght upon my heart. 
* Behold,' I cried, ' the storm comes not ; 

The northern heavens grow fair/ 
' Look South/ eaid Frank^ ' 'tie one wide blot 

Of thunder- threatening air.' 
The string of rooks had travell'd on. 

Against the southerD shroud, 
And, like some snaky skeleton, 

Xiay twisted in the cloud. 
' No storm to-day !' said I, ' for, see. 

Yon block thing travels south.' 
We foUow'd soon ; oar spirits free. 

Our bodies slaked from drouth. 
I rode in silence ; Frank, with tongue 

Made lax by too much port, 
I 2 
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SoIiloqaisiDg, said or miag 
After this tipsy sort : 

' Yea, nerves they are the Devil's mesl 
And pups begin quite blind, 

And health is oft-times in the flesh. 
And measles in the mind ! 

' Foolish and fair was Joan without ; 

Foolish and foul within ; 
High as a hunted pig his snout. 

She carried a foolish chin. 

' The Soy beheld, and brisk rose he 

At this badly painted fly : 
That boys lees wise than fish will be 

Is cause why men do sigh.' 



On, on we toilM, amidst the blaze 
Fronn Dartmoor's ridges bare; 
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Beneatli the hush'd and scorching haze, 

And throagh the twinkling air ; 
Along the endless mountain-side. 

That seem'd with ns to move ; 
Past dreary mine-mouths, far and wide ; 

Huge dros8-heap, wheel, and groove ; 
Dark towns by disembowell'd hills, 

Where swarthy tribes abode. 
Who, in hard rocks with harder wills, 

Pursued the crooked lode ; 
Up heights, that seem'd against us match'd ; 

Until, from table-land. 
Before the t«asing midge was hatched. 

We hail'd the eonthern strand. 
Then pleasantly, on level ground 

And through the lighter air. 
We paced along and breathed around, 

A merry-minded pair. 
A western night of even cloud 

Sack'd in the sultry disk ; 
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Bright racks look'd on, a fiery crowd. 

To seamen boding risk ; 
The late crow wing'd hia silent way 

Across the shadowy East ; 
The gnat danced out his tittle day. 

His ceaseless singing ceased ; 
Along the dim horizon round 

Fled faint electric fires ; 
Blue glow-worms lit the fresher ground 

By moisture-harbouring briers ; 
Far northward twinkled lonely lights. 

The peopled vales among ; 
In frontj between the gaping heights. 

The mystic ocean hung. 



Our weary spirits flagg'd beneatli 
The still and loaded air; 

We left behind the freer heath, 
A moody-minded pair. 
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With senges slack and sick of mirth, 

Tho' near the happ;^ goai, 
I murmur'd, fearing noaght on earth 

Conld quite content the soul : 
' Suppose your love prove such a light 

Ae yonder glow-worm's lamp. 
That gleams, at distance, strong and bright, 

Approach'd, bums weak and damp. 
Perchance, by much of bliss aroused. 

Your heart will pant for more ; 
And then the worm of want lies housed 

Within the sweet fruit's core ! 
Far worse, if, led hy fancy blind, 

But nndeceiv'd by use — ' 
' I dream,' yawn'd Frank, ' and wake to find 

My Goddess a green gooee 1' 
' Vain, vain,' said I, ' is worldly weal : 

We &int within the heart, 
For good which all we see and feel 

Foreshadows but in part.' 
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Frank anawer'd, ' What yon faint for, win ! 

Faint not, but forward press. 
Heav'n proffers all : 'twere grievoiu Bin 

To live content in less. 
The San rolls by ne every day; 

And it and all things speak 
To the sinking heart of man, and say, 

Tis wicked to be weak. 
We would not hear the hated soand; 

Bnt, by the Lord, we must : 
If not, the heavy world goes round. 

And grinds us into dust.' 
With each a moral in his mouth. 

We rein'd our sweating nags. 
Where quiet Ocean, on the South, 

Kies'd Edgecumb's ruddy crags. 
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II 

1 
So subtly love within me wrought, 

So excellent she seem'd. 
Daily of Blanche was all my thought, 

Nightly of Blanche I dream'd ; 
And this was all my wish, and all 

The work now left for life. 
To make this Wonder mine, to call 

This laughing Blanche my Wife. 



I courted her till hope grew bold ; 

Then sought her in her place. 
And all my passion freely told, 

Before her blushing face. 
I kiss'd her twice, I kiss'd her thrice. 

Thro' tresses and thro' tears ; 
I kiss'd her lips, I kiee'd her eyes. 

And oalm'd her joys and fears. 
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So woo'd I Blanche, and so I aped, 

And BO, with small delay, 
I and the patient Frank were wed 

Upon the aelf'Same day. 
And friends all round kiss'd either Bride, 

I Frank's, Frank mine ; and he 
Laugh'd as for once we thas defied 

Love's sweet monopoly. 
And then we drove by garth and grove ; 

And soon forgot the place 
Where all the world had looVd shy Love 

So radelj in the face. 

m 
1 

The noon was hot and close and still. 
When, steadying Blanche's hand, 

I led her down the southern bill. 
And roVd with her from land. 
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Ere sommer's prime that year the nasp 

Lay gorged within the peach ; 
The tide, as though the sea did gasp. 

Fell lax upoD the beach. 
Quietly dipp'd the dripping bguII, 

And all beside was calm ; 
But o'er the strange and weary lull 

No angel waved bis palm. 
The sun was rayless, pale the sky. 

The distance thick with light : 
We glided past the fort and by 

The war-sbip's sleeping might. 
Her paddle stirr'd : without a breeze, 

A mimic tempest boil'd : 
The sailors on the eileut seas 

With storm-tuned Toicea toU'd. 
I could not toil; I seldom pray'd : 

What was to do or ask ? 
Love's purple glory round me play'd, 

Unfed by prayer or task. 
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All perfect 017 coatentment was. 

For Blanche was all my care ; 
And heaven eeem'd only heaven because 

My goddess wonid be there. 
No wafted breeze the ships did strike. 

No wish an won moved me ; 
The peace within my soul was like 

The peace upon the sea. 
At times, when action sleeps, unstirr'd 

By any motive gale, 
A mystic wind, with warning heard, 

Rnffles life's idle sail. 
The fancy, then, a fear divines. 

And, borne on gloomy wings, 
Sees threats and formidable signs 

In simply natural things. 
It smote my heart, how, yesternight. 

The moon rose in eclipse, 
And how her maim'd and shapeless tight 

(Verhung the senseless ships. 
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The passion passed, ae, ligbtning-lit, 

Ked cloud-acenes show and close ; 
And soon came wonder at the fit, 

And smiles and full repose. 
Again I tom'd me, all devote. 

To mjr sweet Idol's shrine j 
Again I gazed where, on the boat. 

Her shadow mix'd with mine. 



Cried Frank, who, with his Wife, was there, 
' We dream I sing each a eong.' 

And he sang first an old, brave air. 
And pull'd the boat along. 

' Sir Pelles woo'd, in scorn's despite ; 

He cheriBh'd love's sweet smart; 
£ttarde proved light; then, like a Knight, 

He tum'd her from his heart. 
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'O, the remorse with which we pay 
For duties done too well I 

But couBcience gay does grief allay ; 
As all true knighte can telL' 



' Alas, poor Knight !' cried Blanche. ' Nay 
hear,' 

Said Frank, 'the saddest half!' 
And drearily he troU'd, while clear 

B«se Blanche's puzzled laugh. 

' Sir Loh was drunk ; the stare were bright. 

Within an empty ditch, 
Sir liob all night lay right and tight 

As a Saint within his niche. 

' Now, well, quoth he, goes life with me : 

I've liquor and to spare ; 
I hate the herd that Ttdgar be; 

And, 0, the stars are fur ! 
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"The mill-dam bnrst: Sir Lob laj sank 

In thftt celestial swouod : 
The mill-stream found tlie knight dead drunk. 

And the Jury found him drown'd.' 



'The tunes are good ; the words,' stud I, 

'Are hard to understand.' 
And soon I prefaced with a sigh 

This pagan love-song grand. 

'When Love's bright Ichor fills the veins. 
Love's Amaranth lights the brow, 

The Fast grows dark, the Future wanesj 
Before the golden Now. 

' Marc Antony the war-flags furl'd, 
For Egypt's Queen said, ' Stay :' 

He reok'd not of the worthless world. 
Well lost by that delay. 
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' Quotii Aotonyj Here set I op 

My eTerlaating rest ; 
Leave me to drain Joj's magic cap, 

To dream oq Egypt's breast.' 



Frank smiled, and said my note was wrong ; 

'Twas neither Man's nor Boy's ; 
And Blanche sang next, some modem song, 

Of ' Flowers' and ' Fairy Joys.' 
As bright disparted skies that break 

To let a cherub through, 
So seem'd her mouth : my sight did ache, 

GUtt'ring with fiety dewj 
And, in the laugh of her brown eye. 

My heart, contented eo. 
Lay like the honey-thirsty fly 

Drows'd in the cactuE* glow. 
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Nor heeded I what Bang my Saint, 
Sach m^c bad the sound. 

The myrtle in her breath made faint 
The ait that hearken'd round. 



' Now, Wife,' said Frank, ' to shame onr lays. 

Try you in turn your power; 
And sing your little song in praise 

Of Love's selectest flower.' 
Her hand felt his : thus sang she then. 

Submitted to his rule, 
Tho' shyer than the water-hen 

On Tamar's shadiest pool. 

* The Myrtle sates with scent the air 

That flows by Grecian hills ; 
Its fervid leaflets glisten feir 

By warm Italian rills. 
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' The Nortli too has its Lover'aPlower, 

The glad Forget-me-not; 
Too bold thro' sunshiDe, wind, and shower. 

Too blue to be forgot.' 



7 

Pointing far East, Frjmk said, ' Do you see 

Yon porpoise-droves at play ?' 
We gazed, and saw, with failing glee. 

Bright lines of spotted spray. 
Once more the boded terror shook 

My heart, and made me dumb. 
' To land ! to land !' cried Frank, ' for, look. 

The storm, at last, is come !'' 
Above us, heated fields of mist 

Precipitated cloud; 
For shore we pull'd ; the swift keel hiss'd ; 

Above us grew the ehroud. 
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The pale gull flapped the atagnant air ; 

The thunder-drop fell straight; 
Thti first wind lifted Blanche's hair; 

Looking to me she sate. 
Across the mighty mirror crept, 

In dark'ning blasts, the squall ; 
And round our terror lightly leapt 

Mad wavelets, many and small. 
The oars cast by, convulsM outflew 

Our perilous hope the sail. 
None spoke; all watch'd the waves, that grew 

Under the splashing hail. 
With urgent hearts and useless hands, 

We sate and saw them rise, 
Conrsing to shore in gloomy bands, 

Below the appalling skies. 
The wrathful thunder scared the deeps. 

And where, upon our wake. 
The sea got up in ghastly heaps, 
White lines of lightning strake. 
K 2 
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Od, od^ with faioting hope ve fled, 

Uard-honted by the grare; 
Slow Bcem'd it, though like wind we sped 

Over the shouldering wave ; 
Id front swift toee the crags, where stiU 

A storm of snoshine ponr'd ; 
At last, beneath the soathem hill. 

The pitiless breakers roar'd. 
O, bolt foreseen before it burst ! 

O, chastening bard to bear I 
0, cup of sweetness quite reveni'd. 

And turu'd to void despair 
Blanche in fear swooning, I let go 

The helm ; we struck the ground ; 
The eea fell in from stern to prow. 

And Blanche, my Bride, was drown'd. 
What guilt was hers ? But God is great. 

And all that may be known 
To each of any other's fate 

Ib, that it helps his own. 
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IV 

1 

In a swift vortex go the years, 

Each swifter than the last, 
And seasons four their set careers 

Pursued, and somehow paea'd. 
The spirit of Spring, this year, was qnench'd 

With elouds and wind and rain ; 
All night the gust-blown torrent drench'd 

The gloomy window-pane; 
Against the pane the flapping blind 

Flapp'd ever, dismally ; 
And ever, above the rain and wind, 

Sonnded the dismal sea. 
The billows, like some guilty crew 

Devoured by vain remorse, 
Dash'd up the beach, sighing withdrew, 

And mix'd, with mnrmure hoarse. 
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The iiioriiing was a cheerless Eighty 

AmoDgst the turbid skies ; 
Bat Bweet was the relief of light 

Within my restless eyes j 
For then I rose to prayer and toil, 

Forgat the ocean's moan. 
Or faced the dizzy crash and coil 

That drown'd its moumfnller tone. 
But never, when the tide drew back. 

Trod I the weltering strand ; 
For horribly my single track 

Forsaed me in the sand. 



One mom I watch'd the rain subside ; 

And then fared singly forth. 
Below the cloads, till eve to ride 

From Edgecnmb to the North. 
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Once, only once, I paused upon 

The eea-transcending height, 
And turn'd to gaze : far breakers shone. 

Slow gleams of silent light. 
Into my horse I stnick the spnr; 

Sad was the soul in me ; 
Sore were my lids with tears for her 

Who slept beneath the sea. 
But soon I sooth'd my startled horse, 

And check'd that sudden grief. 
And look'd abroad on crag and gorse 

And Dartmoor's cloudy reef. 
Far forth the air was dark and clear. 

The cr^s aeute and large, 
The clouds uneven, black, and near. 

And ragged at the marge. 
The spider, in his rainy mesh. 

Shook not, but, as I rode, 
The opposing air, sweet, sharp, and fresh. 

Against my hot lids flow'd. 
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f eat-cuttere pasa'd me, carrying tools ; 

Hawks glinmier'd on the wing; 
The ground was glad with graaej pools. 

And brooklets galloping ; 
And sparrows ehirp'd, with feathers spread. 

And dipp'd and drank their fill, 
Where, down its sandy channel, fled 

The lessening road-side rill. 



I cross'd the furze-grown tahle-land, 

And near'd the northern vales. 
That lay perBpicnously plann'd 

In lesser hiUs and dalee. 
Then rearward, in a slow review. 

Fell Dartmoor's jagged lines ; 
Around were dross-heaps, red and blue. 

Old shafts of gutted mines : 
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Impetuous currents copper'stain'd, 

Wheels stream-urged with a roar. 
Sluice-guiding gtoovee, strong works that straiu'd 

With freight of upheaved ore. 
And then, the train, with ehock on shock. 

Swift rush and birth-scream dire. 
Grew from the bosom of the rock. 

And pass'd in noise and fire. 
With brazen throb, with vital stroke, 

It went, far heard, far seen. 
Setting a track of shining smoke 

Against the pastoral green. 
Then, bright drops, lodged in budding trees. 

Were looe'd in sudden showers, 
Touch'd hy the novel westef^n breeze. 

Friend of the backward flowers. 
Then rose the Church at Tavistock, 

The rain still falling thei-e ; 
But sunny Dartmoor seem'd to mock 

The gloom with cheerful glare. 
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Aboat the West the gilt vane reel'd 

And pois'd ; and, with sweet art. 
The sudden, jangling changes peaVd, 

Until, aronnd my heart. 
Conceits of brighter times, of times 

The brighter for past stormB, 
Clang thick as bees, when brazen chimes 

Call down the hiveless swarms. 



I rested at the Tiger-Inn, 

There half-way on my ride, 
And mused with joy of friends and kin 

Who did my coming bide. 
The Vicar, in his sombre wear 

That shone about the knees, 
Before me stood, his aspect fair 

With godly memories. 
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I beard again his kind ' Good-bye : 

Christ speed and keep thee still 
From fiantic passione, for they die 

And leave a frantic will.' 
My fond, old Tutor, learn'd aud meek ! 

A eool, in strangest trath, 
As wide as Asia and as weak ; 

Not like his daughter Buth, 
A Girl of fullest heart she was; 

Her spirit's lovely flame 
Not dazzled nor surprised, because 

It always burn'd the same ; 
And in the maiden path she trod 

Fair was the wife foreshown, 
A Mary in the house of God, 

A Martha in her own. 
Charms for the sight she had j but these 

Were tranquil, grave, and chaste. 
And all too beautiful to please 

A tash, ontutor'd taste. 
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In loTO with home, I rose and eyed 

The rainy North ; but there 
The diBtaot hill-top, in ite prid^ 

Adorn'd the brilliant air; 
And, as I pass'd from Tavifitock, 

The scatter'd dwellings white. 
The Church, the golden weather-cock. 

Were whelm'd in happy light ; 
The children 'gan the sun to greet, 

With song and senseless shout ; 
The lambs to skip, their dams to bleat; 

In Tavy leapt the trout ; 
Across a fleeting eastern cloud. 

The splendid rainbow sprang. 
And larks, invisible and loud. 

Within its zenith eaug. 
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So lay the Earth that saw the skies 

Qrow clear and bright above. 
As the repentant Bpirit lies 

In God's forgiving love. 
The lark forsook the waning day, 

And all loud songs did cease; 
The Robin, from a wither'd spray, 

Sang like a soul at peace. 
Far to the South, in sunset glow'd 

The peaks of Dartmoor ridge. 
And Tamar, full and tranquil, flowed 

Beneath the Gresson Bridge. 
There, conscious of the numerous noise 

Of rain-awaken'd rills. 
And gathering deep and sober joys 

From the heart-enlai^ing bills, 
I sat, until the first white star 

Appear'd, with dewy rays, 
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And the fair mooa began to bar 

With shadows all the ways. 
O, well is thee, whate'er then art. 

And happy shalt thou be. 
If thoQ hast known, within thy heart, 

The peace that came to me. 
0, well is thee, if aught shall win 

Thy spirit to confess, 
God proffers all, 'twere grievous sin 

To lire content in less ! 



I mounted, now, my patient nag j 

And scaled the easy steep ; 
And soon beheld the qniet flag 

On liaison's solemn Keep. 
And now, whenas the waking lights 

Bespake the valley 'd Town, 
A child o'ertook me, on the heights. 

In cap and russet gown. 



HihyGoogle 



OB, FIRST-LOVE. 143 

It was an alms-taught Bcbolar trim. 

Who, on her happy way, 
Sqd^ to herself the morrow's hymn ; 

For this was Saturday. 

'Saint Stephen, stoned, nor grieved nor groan'd : 

'Twas all for his good gain ; 
For Christ him blest, till he confess'd 

A sweet content in pain. 

' Then Christ His cross is no way \osa, 

But even a present boon : 
Of His dear blood fair shines a flood 

On heaven's eternal noon.' 



My sight, once more, was dim for her. 
Who slept beneath the sea. 

As on I sped, without the spnr. 
By homestead, heath, and lea. 
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O'erhead the perfect moon kept pace. 
In meek and brilliaDt power. 

And lit, ere long, the eaateru face 
Of Tamerton Church-tower. 
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I CALL this idle hietoiy the ' Beny of the Yew ;' 
Because there's nothing sweeter than its husk of scarlet 

glue, 
And nothing half so bitt«r as its black cote bitten 

throngh. 

I loredj saw hope, and said so; leam'd that Lanra loved 

again; 
Wherefore speak of joy then suffered ? My head throbs, 

and I would fain 
Find words to lay the spectre starting now before my 

brain. 
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She loved me : all things told it; eye to eye, and palm 

to palm : 
As the pause apon the ceasing of a thousand-voiced 

psalm 
Was the mighty satis Faction and the full eternal calm. 



On her face, when she was laughing, was the seriousness 

withia ; 
Her sweetest smiles, (and sweeter did a lover never 

win,) 
In passing, grew so absent that they made her fair 

cheek thin. 

On her face, when she wae speaking, thoughts unworded 

used to live ; 
So that when she whisper'd to me, ' Better joy Earth 

cannot give,' 
Her following silence added, 'But Earth's joy is 

fugitive,' 



I 
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For thure a nameless something, though siippress'd, still 

spread around ; 
Tlie same was on her eyelids, if she look'd towards the 
ground ; 
, In her laughing, singingj talking, still the same was in 
the sound ; — 

A sweet diseatisfaction, which at no time went away. 
But shadow'd so her spirit, eyen at its brightest play. 
That her mirth was like the sunshine in the closing of 
tbe day. 



Let none ask joy the highest, save those who would 

hare it end : 
There's weight in earthly blessings j they are earthy, 

and they tend, 
Sy predetermin'd impulse, at their highest, to de- 
soend. 

l2 
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I atilt for a h^py season, in the present, saw the 

past, 
Mistaking one for the other, feeling sure my hold was 

fast 
On that of which the symbols Taoish'd daily : hot, at 

last. 

As when we watch bright cloud-banks round abont the 

low aun ranged. 
We suddenly remember some rich glory gone or 



All at once I comprehended that her love was grown 
estracged. 

From this time, spectral glimpses of a darker fear came 

on : 
They came ; but, since I scorn'd them, were no sooner 

come than gone. — 
At times, some gap in seqaence frees the spirit, and, 

anon, 
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"VVe remember atates of living ended ere we left the 

womb, 
And see a vague aurora flash iug to us from the 

tomb, 
The dreamy light of new states, dash'd tremendously 

with gloom. 

We tremble for an instant, and a single instant 

more 
Brings absolute oblivion, and we pass on as before ! 
Ev'n 60 those dreadful glimpses came, and startled, and 

were o'er. ' 



One morning, one bright morning, Wortley met me. 

He and I, 
As we rode across the country, met a friend of his. 

His eye 
Caught Wortley'a, who rode past him. ' What,' said 

he, ' pass old friends by 7 
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So I've heard your game ie grounded ! Why your 

life's one long romance 
After your last French fashion. But, ah ! ha ! should 

Herbert chanc e ' ■' 
' Nay, Herbert's here,' said he, and introduced me, 

with a glance 

Of easy smiles, ignoring this embamtaement ; and then 
This pass'd off, and bood after I went home, and took a 

pen. 
And wrote the signs here written, with ranch more, and 

where, and when ; 

And, haviug read them over once or twice, sat down to 

think. 
From time to time beneath them writing more, till, link 

by link, 
The evidence against her was fulfill'd : I did not 

shrink, 
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But I read them all together, and I foand it was qd 
dream. 

What I felt I can't remember; an oblivion which the 
gleam 

Of light which ofb comes through it showe for blessed- 
ness extreme. 

At last I moved, exclaiming, ' I will not believe, until 
I've spoken once with Laura.' Thereon dU m^ heart 

grew still : 
For doubt and faith are active, and decisions of the 

will 



I found my Love. She started : I suppose that I was 

pale. 
We talk'd ; but words on both sides, seem'd to sicken, 

flag, and fail. 
Then I gave het what I'd written, watching whether 

she wonhl quail. 



toiiiiHihvGoogle 



152 THE TEW-BBEBY. 

In and out Sew sultry blushes : so, wheu red redectioos 

ride 
From conflagrations, filling the alana'd heart with 

surmise. 
They lighten now, now darken, up and down the gloomy 

skies. 

She finish'd once ; but fearing to look from it, read it 

o'er 
Ten times at least. Poor Laura, had those readings 

been ten score. 
That refuge from confusion had confused thee more and 



I said, 'You're ill, sit Laura,' and she sat down and 

was meek. 
' Ah tears ! not lost to God then. But pray Laura, do 

not speak : 
I understand you better by the moisture on your 

cheek.' 
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She shook with sobB, in eileDce. I yet checkiog 

passion's sway. 
Said odIj, ' Farewell Laura I' then got up, and strode 

away; 
For I felt tbat she would burst my heart asunder should 

I stay. 

Oh, ghastly corpse of Love so slain 1 it makes the world 

its hearse ; 
Or, as the son extinct and dead, after the doomsday 

curse. 
It rolls, an unseen danger, through the darken'd 



I struggled to forget this; but, forgetfulness too 

sweet! 
It startled with its sweetness, thus involved its own 

defeat ; 
And, every time this happen'd, aching memory would 

repeat 
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The shock of that discovery : so at length I learn'd by 

heart. 
And Dever, save when sleepiog, sn&'er'd theaceforth to 

depart, 
The feeling of my sorrow : and in time this sooth'd the 

smart. 

Yet even now not seldom, in my leisure, iu the thick 
Of other thoughts, nQchalleDged, words and looks come 

crowding thick — 
They do whUe I am writing, till the sunshine makes me 

sick. 
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It is a venerable place, 

Aq old ancestral ground, 
So broad, the rainbow wholly stands 

■Within iU lordly bound j 
And here the rivec waits and winds 

By many a wooded mound. 
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Upon a risCj where eia^le oaks 

And clumps of beeches tall 
Drop pleasantly their shade beneath. 

Half-hid amidst them all, 
Stands in its qniet dignity 

An ancient manor-hal). 

About its many gable-ends 

The swallows wheel their flight ; 

The huge fantastic weather-vanes 
Look happy in the light j 

The warm front through the foliage gleams, 
A comfortable sight. 

The ivied turrets seem to love 

The low, protected leas ; 
And, though this ma,iior-hall batb seen 

The snow of centuries, 
How freshly still it stands amid 

Its wealth of swelling trees ! 
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The leafy aummer-time is young; 

The yearling lambs are strong 
The sunlight glantjes merrily ; 

The trees are full of song ; 
The valley-loving river flows 

Contentedly along. 

Look where the merry weather-vanes 

Veer upon yonder tower : 
There, amid starry jessamine 

And clasping passion-flower, 
The sweetest Maid of all the land 

Is weeping in her bower. 

Alas, the lowly Youth she loves 

Loves her, but fears to sue : 
He came this morning hurriedly ; 

Then forth her blushes flew 1 
But he talk'd of common things, and so 

Her eyes are fiU'd with dew. 
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Time paeses on ; the clouds are come ; 

The river, late so bright. 
Rolls foul and black, and gloomily 

Mabea known across the night, 
In far-heard plash and weary drench, 

Hie passage of its might. 

The noble Bridegroom counts the hours ; 

The gnesbs are coming fast; 
(The vanes are creaking drearily 

Within the dying blast !) 
The bashful Bride is at his side ; 

And night is here at last. 

The guests are gay ; the minstrels play ; 

'Tis liker noon than night; 
From side to side, they toast the Bride, 

Who blushes ruby light : 
For one and all within that hall, 

It is a cheerful sight. 

DoliiHihyGoOgle 



THE EIVEE. 

Bat unto one, who stands alone. 

Among the mistfi without. 
Watching the windows, bright with shapes 

Of king and saint devout. 
Strangely across the muffled air 

Piercts the laughter-shout. 

No sound or sight this solemn night 

But moves the soul to fear : 
The faded saints stare through the gloom. 

Askant, and wao, and blear ; 
And wither'd cheeks of watchful kings 

Start from their purple gear. 

The burthen of the weddiug-eong 

Comes to him like a wail ; 
The stream, athwart the cedar-grovf. 

Is shining ghastly pale ; 
Hia cloudy brow clears suddenly I 

Dark soul, what does thee ail ? 
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He tnros him from the lighted ball ; 

The pale stream curie and heaves 
And moans beyond the gloomy wood, 

Through which he hrealcs and cleaves; 
And DOW hb footfall dies away 

Upon the wither'd leaves. 

The restleee moon, among the clouds, 

la loitering slowly hy ; 
Now in a circle like the ring 

About a weepiug eye; 
Now left quite bare and bright ; and now 

A pallor in the sky ; 

And DOW she's looking through the mist. 

Cold, lustreless, and wan, 
And wildly, past her dreary form. 

The watery clouds msh on, 
A moment white beneath her light. 

And then, like spirits, gone. 
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Silent and fast they huny paet. 
Their swiftness striketh dread. 

For earth is hush'd, and no breath sweeps 
The spider's rainy thread, 

And everything, but those pale clouds^ 
Is dark, and still, and dead. 

The lonely stars are here and there. 

But weak and wasting all; 
The winds are dead, the cedars spread 

Their branches like a pall ; 
The guests, by laughing twos and threes. 

Have left the bridal hall. 

Beneath the mossy, ivied bridge, 

The river slippeth past : 
The current deep is still as sleep. 

And yet so very fast ! 
There's something in its quietness 

That makes the soul aghast. 
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No wind is in the willow-tree 

That droops ahove the bank ; 
The water passes qoietly 

Beneath the sedges dank ; 
Yet the willow trembles in the stream. 

And the dry reeds talk and clank. 

The weak stars swoon ; the jagged moon 

Is lost in the cloudy wr. 
No thought of light ! save where the wave 

Sports with a fitful glare. 
The dumb and dreadful world is fuU 

Of darkness and night-mare, 

The hall-elocks clang; the watch-dog barks; 

What are his dreams about? 
Marsh lights leap, and tho' fast asleep 

The owlets shriek and shout ; 
The stars, thro' chasms in utter bladi. 

Race like a drunken rout. 
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' Wake, wake, oh wake !' the Bridegroom now 

Calls to his sleeping Bride : 
' Alas, I saw thee, pale and dead. 

Boll down a frightful tide 1' 
He takes her hand : ' How chill tboti art ! 

What is it, sweet my Bride ?' 

The Bride bethinks her dow of him 

Who last night was no guest. 
' Sweet Heaven ! and for me ? I dream 1 

Be calm, thou throbbing breast.' 
She says, in thought, a solemn prayer 

And sinks again to rest. 

Along, along, swiflly and strong 

The river slippeth past ; 
The current deep is still as sleep. 

And yet so very fast I 
There's something in its quietness 

That makes the soul aghast. 
H 2 
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The mom has riaeD : wildly by 

The water glides to-day ; 
Outspread upon its eddying &c^ 

Long weeds and raahee play ; 
And on the bank the fungus rots. 

And the grass is foul'd with clay. 

Time passes on : the park is bare ; 

The year is scant and lean j 
The river's banks are desolate ; 

The air is chill sod keen ; 
Bnt, now and then, a iiuniiy day 

Comes with a thought of green. 

Amid blear February's flaw. 
Tremulous snow-drops peep ; 

The crocus, in the shrewd March more 
Starts from its wintry sleep ; 

The daisies sun themselves in hosts. 
Among the pasturing sheep. 
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The waters, in tbeir old content, 
Between fresli margins run ; 

The pike, as trackleea as a soand, 
ShootB thro' the earrent dun ; 

And languid Ddw-boni chestnut-leaves 
Expand beneath the sun. 

The sammer'B prime is come again ; 

The lilies bloom anew ; 
The current keeps the doubtful past 

Deep in its bosom blue, 
And babbles low thro' quiet fields 

Grey with the falling dew. 

The sheep-bell tolls the curfew-time ; 

The gnaU, s huey rout. 
Fleck the warm air ; the distant owl 

Sbouteth a sleepy shout : 
The voiceless bat, more felt than seen. 

Is flitting round about ; 
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The poplar's leaflet scarcely bUtb ; 

The rirer seems to think ; 
Aoross the dusk, the lily broad 

Ijooks coolly from the brink ; 
And knee-deep in the freshet's fall, 

The meek-eyed cattle drink. 

The chafers boom ; the white moths rise 
Like spirits from the ground ; 

The grey-fliea sing their weary tune, 
A distant, dream-like sound ; 

And far, far off, in the slumberous eve, 
Bayeth a restless hound. 

At this sweet time, the Lady walks 

Beside the gentle stream ; 
She marks the waters curl along, 

Beneath the sunset gleam, 
And in her soul a sorrow moves. 

Like memory of a dream. 
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She passes on. How still the earth. 

And all the air above ! 
Here, where of late the scritch-owl Bbriek'd, 

Whispers the happy dove ; 
And the river, tbroagb the ivied bridge, 

Flows ealm as household love. 
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Who would Eot be Sir Hubert, for his birth and bearing 

fine. 
His rich eky-skirted woodlands, valleys flowing oil and 

wine ; 
Sir Hubert, to whose Banning all the rays of fortune 

shine ? 

So most men praised Sir Hubert, and some others 

warm'd with praise 
Of Hubert noble-hearted, than whom none went on his 

ways 
Less spoilt by splendid fortune, whom no peril could amaze. 
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To Ladies all, save one, he was the rule by which the 

worth 
Of other men was reckon'd ; so that many a maid, for 

dearth 
Of such a knight to woo her, love forswore, and with it 

mirth. 

No prince could maU^ his banquets, when proad Mabel 

was his guest ; 
And ehows aud sumptuous triumphs day by day his hope 

express' d 
That love e'en yet might burgeon in her young unbur- 

geon'd breast. 

Time pass'd, and use for riches passM with hope, which 

slowly fled ; 
And waat came on unheeded; and report in one day 

spread 
Of good Sir Hubert houseless, and of Mabel richly 

wed. 
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Forth went be from the city where she dwelt, to one 

poor farm. 
All left of all hia valleys: there Sir Hubert's single 

arm 
Served Hubert's wants; and lalwur sood relieved lore's 

raukling harm. 

Much hardship brought much easemeot of the melan- 
choly freight 
He bore within his boeom ; and his fency was elate 
And proud of Lore's rash sacrifice which led to this 



One friend was left, a falcon, famed for beauty, skill, 

and size. 
Kept li-om his fortune's ruin, for the sake of its great 

eyes. 
That seem'd to him like Mabel's. Of an evening he 

would rise, 
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And wake its royal glances and reluctantly flapp'd 
wings. 

And looks of grave commnnion with hie lightsome ques- 
tionings, 

That broke the drowsy sameness, and the sense like fear 
that springs 

At night, when we are conscious of our distance from 

the strife 
Of cities, and the memory of the spirit in all things 

rife 
Endows the silence round us with a grim and ghastly 

life. 

His active resignation wrought, in time, a heartfelt 

peace, 
And though, in noble bosoms, love once lit can never 

cease. 
He could walk and think of Mabel, and his pace would 

not increase. 
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Who say, when somewhat distanced from the heat and 

fiercer might, 
'Love's brand bums as no longer; it is oat,' use not 

their sight : 
For ever and for ever we are lighted hj the light : 



A.Dd ere there be extinguish'd one miDutest flame, love- 

fann'd, 
The Pyramids of Egypt shall have no place in the 

land, 
But as a oameleas portion of its ever-shifting aand. 



News came at last that Mabel was a widow ; but, with 

this, 
That all her dead Lord's wealth went first to her one 

child and his ; 
So she waB not for Hubert, had she beckon'd him to 

blise; 
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For Hubert feltj tho' Mabel might, like bim, become 

reaign'd 
To poverty for Love's sabej she might never, like him, 

find 
That poverty is plenty, peace, and &eedom of the 

mind. 



Ooe morning, while he rested irom his delving, spude in 

hand, 
He thought of her and blest her, and he look'd aboat 

the land. 
And he, and all he look'd at, seem'd to brighten and 

expand. 

The wind was newly risen ; and the airy skies were 

rife 
With fleets of sailiDg cloudlets, and the trees were all in 

strife. 
Extravagantly triumphant at their newly gotten life. 
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Birds wr&Dgled in the branchee, with a trouble of sweet 

ooise, 
Ereo the cooGcious cackoo, judging wisest to rejoice. 
Shook round his ' cuckoOj cuckoo ' as if careless of his 



But Hubert mosed aud marvell'd at the glory in hie 

breast; 
The first glow tum'd to passion, and he nursed it un' I 

expressed ; 
And glory gilding glory turo'd, at last, to sunuy rest. 



Then again be look'd around him, like an angel, and, 

behold. 
The scene was changed ; no cloudlets cross'd the serious 

blue, but, roll'd 
Behind the distant hill-tops, gleam'd aerial hilla of 

gold. 
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The wind too was abated, and tbe trees and birdB were 

grown 
Ab quiet as the cloud-banks ; right above, the bright bud 

shone, 
Down looking from the forehead of the giant sky 

alone. 



Then the nightingale, awaken'd by the silence, shot a 

throng 
Of notes into the sunshine ; cautious first, then swift 

and strong ; 
Then he madly smote them round him, till the bright 

air throbb'd with song. 



And suddenly stopp'd singing, all amid his ecstasies : — 
Myrtles rustle; what sees Hubert ? sight is sceptic, but 

his knees 
Bend to tbe Lady Mabel, as she blossoms from the trees. 
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She spoke, her ejes cast downwards, while spon thero, 

dropp'd half vbj. 
Lids birer than the bosom of an nnblowa lily lay : 
' Id faith of ancient amity. Sir Habert, I this day 



' Would beg a boon, and bind me yoar great debtor. 

O, her mouth i 

Was sweet beyond new honey, or the bean-perfiimed 

i 
South, 

And better than pomegranates to a pilgrim dumb for 

drouth I 

She look'd at his poor homestead ; at the spade beside | 
his hand ; I 

And then her heart reproach'd her, What inordinate 1 
demand 

Was she come there for making ! Then she aays, in 
accents bland. 
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Her Page End she are weary, and her wish can wait ; 

she'll share 
Hie noontide meal, hy his farour. This he hastens to 

prepare; 
But, lo ! the roost is empty, and his humble larder 

hare. 



No iriend has he to help him ; no one near of whom to 

claim 
The tax, and force its payment in his passion's sovereign 

name; 
No time to set the pitfalls for the swift and fearful 

game; 



Too late to fly his falcon, which, as if it would assist 
lia master's trouble, perches on his idly proffer'd fist. 
With busy, dumb caresses, treading up and down bis 
wrist. 
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Bat DOW a gleam of comfort and a shadow of dismay 
Pass o'er the ^od knight^s features j now it seems he 

would essay 
The fatness of his falcon, while it flaps both wings for 

play; 

Now, 1o, the mthless lover takes it off its trusted 

stand; 
Grasps all its frighten'd body with his bard remorseless 

hand; 
Puts oat its faithful life, and plucks and broils it on the 

brand. 



Iq midst of this her dinner, Mabel gave her wish its 

word: 
'My wilful child. Sir Hubert, pines from fancy long 

deferr'd ; 
And now he raves in fever to possess your famous 

bird.' 
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' Alas !' lie said, ' behold it there.' Then nobly did she 

aay : 
' It grieves my heart. Sir Hubert, that I'm much too 

poor to pay 
For this o'er-qaeenly banquet I am hononr'd with to-day ; 

But if, Sir, we two, henceforth, can eonverse as friends, 

my board 
To you shall be as open as it would were yon its 

Lord/ 
And BO she bow'd and left him, from his ves'd mind 

unrestored. 



Months pass'd, and Hubert went not, but lived on in 

hie old way ; 
Until to him, one morning, Mabel sent her Page to 

say. 
That, should it suit bis pleasure, she would speak with 

him that day. 

Hi 
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' Ah, welcome Sir !" aaid Mabel, rising coarteous, kind 

and free : 
' I hoped, ere this, to have had you for my guest, bat 

now I see 
' That you are even prouder than tbey whisper you to 

be.' I 



Made grave by ber great beauty, but not dazzled, he 

replied. 
With every noble courtesy, to her words ; and spoke 

beside 
Such things as are permitted to bare friendship ; not in 

pride. 



Or wilful overacting of the right, which often blends 
Its sacrificial pathos, bitter>Bweet, with lover's ends, 
Or that he now reroember'd her command to meet ' as 
friends ;' 
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But baviDg not had tnowledge that the infant heir was 
dead, 

Whose life made it more loving to preserve his love 
nnsaid, 

He waitedj calmly wondering to what mark this sum- 
mons led. 

Shoj puzzled with a strangeness by his actions disavow* dj 
Spoke further : ' Once, Sir Hubert, I was thoughtless, 

therefore proud ; 
Yooz love on me shone sunlike. I, alas, have been your 

cloud, 



' And, graceless, quench'd the light that made me 

splendid. I would fain 
Pay part of what I owe you, that is, if, — alas, hut 

then 
I know not ! Things are changed, and you are not as 

other men.' 



toiiiiHihvGoogle 



182 THE FALCON. 

She strove to give ber meaDing, jet blush'd deeply with 

dismay 
Lest he should find it. Hubert fear'd she purpos'd to 

repay 
His love with less than love. Thought he, ' Sin 'twas 

my hawk to slay I' 

Hie eyes are dropp'd in sorrow from their worshipping : 

hut, lo ! 
Upon her sable vesture they are fall'n : with progress 

slow. 
Through dawning apprehension to sweet hope, his 

features glow ; 

And all at once are lighted with a light, as when the 

moon, 
Long labouring to the margin of a cloud, still seeming 

soon 
About to swim beyond it, bursts at last as bare as noon, i 
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' 0, Lady, I have loved, and long kept silence ; but I 

see 
The time is come for speaking. O, sweet Lady, I shoulil 

be 
The blessedest knight in Christendom, were I beloved 

by thee !' 

One small hand's weight of wfaitensBs on her bosom did 

she press ; 
The other, woo'd with kisses bold, refused not his caress; 
Feasting the hungry silence came, sob-clad, her silver 

•Yes.' 

Now who wooJd not be Hubert, for his dark-eyed Bride 

divine. 
Her rich, sky-skirted woodlands, valleys flowing oil and 

wine. 
Sir Hubert to whose sanning all the rays of fortune 

shine t 
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In Gerald's Cottage by the hill. 

Old Gerald and hie chUd, 
Innocent Maud, dwelt happily ; 

He toii'd, and she beguiled 
The long day at her epinning-wheel. 

In the garden now grown wild. 

At Gerald's stroke the jay awoke; 

Till noon hack foUow'd hack, 
Before the nearest hill had time 

To give its echo hack ,- 
And evening mists were in the lane 

Ere Gerald's arm grew slaok. 
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Meanwhile, below the scented heaps 

Of honeyBuckle flower. 
That made their simple cottage-porch 

A cool. Insurious bower, 
Mand sat beside her spinning-wheel, 

And spun from hour to hoot. 

The growing thread thro' bet fingers sped ; 

Round flew the polieh'd wheel ; 
Merrily rang the notes she sang 

At every flnisK'd reel ; 
From the hill again, like a glad refrain, 

Follow'd the rapid peal. 

But all is changed. The rusting axe 

Reddens a wither'd bough; 
A spider spins in the spinning-wbeel. 

And Maud sings wildly now; 
And viU^^ gossips say she knows 

Grief she may not avow. 
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Her seoret's this : In the sweet age 
When heaven's our side the lark. 

She follow'd her old father, where 
He work'd from dawn to dark, 

For monthsj to thin the crowded groves 
Of the old manorial Park. 

She fancied and he felt she help'd ; 

And, whilst he hack'd and saw'd. 
The rich Squire's son, a young hoy then, 

Whole mornioge, as if awed. 
Stood silent hy, and gazed in turn 

At GJerald and on Maud. 

And sometimes, in a sullen tone, 

He offer'd fruits, and she 
Received them always with an air 

So unreserved and free. 
That shame-faced distance soon became 

ramiliarily, 
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Therefore in time, when Gerald ahook 

The woods, no longer coy. 
The youDg heir and the cotts^-girl 

Would fiteal out to enjoy 
The sound of one another's talk, 

A simple girl and boy. 

Spring after Spring, they took their walks 

Unchecked, unquestion'd ; yet 
They learn'd to hide their wanderings 

By wood and rivulet, 
Because they could not give themselves 

A reason why they met. 

Once Maud came weeping back. ' Poor Child !' 

Was all her father said : 
And he would steady his old hand 

Upon her hapless head. 
And think of her as tranquilly 

As if the child were dead. 
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But he is gone : and Maud steals ontj 

This gentle day of June ; 
And having sobb'd her pain to sleep, 

Help'd by the stream's soft tune. 
She rests along the willow-trunk. 

Below the calm blue noon. 

The shadow of her shame and her 

Deep in the stream, behold ! 
Smiles quake over her parted lips : 

Some thought has made her bold ; 
She stoops to dip her fingers in, 

To feel if it be cold. 

Tie soft and warm, and rnns as 'twere 

Perpetually at play : 
But then the stream, she recollects, 

Bears everything away. 
There is a dull pool hard at hand 

That sleeps both night and day. 
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She marks the cloning weeds that shut 

The water from her sight j 
They stir awhile, bat now are still ; 

Her aroiB fall down ; the light 
Is horrible^ and her couDtenaac« 

Is pale as a cload at night. 

Merrily now from the small cbncch-tower 

Clashes a noisy chime ; 
The larks climb up thro' the heavenly blue, 

Carolling as they climb : 
Is it the twisting water-eft 

That dimples the green slime 7 

The pool reflects the scarlet West 

With a hot and guilty glow ; 
The East is changing ashy pale ; 

But Maud will never go 
While those great bubbles struggle up 

From the rotting weeds below. 
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Tlte light has changed. A little since 

,You scarcely might descry 
The moon, now gleaming sharp and bright. 

From the small clond slumbering nigh ; 
And, one by one, the timid stars 

Step out into the sky. 

The night blackens the pool ; but Maud 

la constant at her post. 
Sunk in a dread, unnatural sleep. 

Beneath the akiey host 
Of drifting mists, thro' which the moon 

Is riding like a ghost. 



Note. — Ujexcnse for reprinting this and the three preceding 
poems, which bear many and indelible marks of tihe immatare 
period of life at which thej were written, is my — probablj 
gronndless — fear lest at some fatnre time the j might otherwise 
be reprintud, without sttcb condeitsation and approximate finieb 
as I have been, able to give them. — C. P. 
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Within the pale blue haze above, 

Some pitchy shreds took size and form. 
And, like a madman's wrath or love. 

From nothing rose a sudden storm. 
The blossom'd limes, which seem'd to exhale 

Her breath, were swept with one strong sweep, 
And up the dusty road the hail 

Came like a flock of hasty sheepj 
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Driving me under a eott^-porcfa, 

WheDM I could see the distant Spire, 
Which, in the darkneaa, seem'd a torch 

Touch'd with the sun's retreating Gre. 
A roioe, so sweet that even her voice, 

I thought, could scarcely be more sweet. 
As thus I stay'd against my choice. 

Did mine attracted hearing greet ; 
And presently I tam'd my head 

Where the kind music seem'd to be, 
And where, to an old blind man, she read 

The words that teach the blind to see. 
She did not mark me; swift I went. 

Thro' the fierce shower's whistle and smoke, 
To her home, and thence her woman sent 

Back with umbrella, shoes and cloak. 
The storm soon pase'd ; the eon's qniok glare 

Lay quench'd in vapour fleecy, fray'd; 
And all the moist, delicious air 

Was fiU'd with shine that cast iia shade; 
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And, when she came, forth the sun gleam'd, 
And clasli'd the trembling Minster chimea ; 

And the breath with which she thank'd me seem'd 
Brought thither from the blossom'd limes. 
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Full many eing to me and thee 

Their ricbea gather'd by the sea ; 

But I will sing, for I'm footsore. 
The bnrthen of the barren shore. 

The hue of love how lively shown 

In this sole found cerulean stone 

By twenty leagues of ocean roar. j 

O, burthen of the barren shore 1 { 
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And theae few crystal fragmeDts bright. 
As clear ae truth, as strong as right, 

I found in footing twenty more. 

0, burthen of the barren shore ! 

And how far did I go for this 
Small, precious piece of ambergris ? 

Of weary lei^ues I went three-score. 

0, burthen of the barren shore ! 

The sand is poor, the sea is rich. 
And I, I am I know not which ; 

And well it were to know no more 
The burthen of the barren shore ! 
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Tbbodgu female subtlety inteoBe, 
Or the good lack of innocencej 
Or both, ray Wife, with whom I plaa 
To pas8 calm eveniDgs when I can, 
After the chatteriog girls and boys 
Are gone, or the less grateful noise 
Is over, of grown tongoes that chime 
Untruly, once upon a time 
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Frevail'd with me to change my mind 

Of reading oat how Bosalind 

In Arden jested, and to go 

Where people whom I ought to know, 

She B^d, would meet that night. And I, 

Who inly marmar'd, ' I will try 

' Some dish more sharply spiced than this 

' Millc-soap men call domestic bUas,' 

Took, as she, langhing, bade me take, 

Oar eldest boy's brown wide-awake 

And straw box of cigars, and went 

Where, like a careless parliament 

Of gods Olympic, six or eight 

Anthors and else, reputed great. 

Were met in council jocular 

On many things, pursning far 

Trath, only for the chase's glow. 

Quick as they caught her letting go, 

Qr, when at fault the view-halloo. 

Playing about the missing cine; 
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And coatee jests came ; ' But gods are coarse,' 

Thought I, yet not without remorse, 

While memory of the gentle words. 

Wife, Mother, Sister, flash'd like swords. 

And so, afiter two hours of wit. 

That burnt a hole where'er it bit, 

I said I would not stay to sup. 

Because my Wife was sitting up; 

And walk'd home with a sense that I 

Was no match for that company. 

Smelling of smoke, which, always kind, 

Amelia said she did not mind, 

I sipp'd her tea, saw Baby scold 

And finger at the muslin fold. 

Through which he push'd his nose at last, 

And choked and chuckled, feeding fast ; 

And, he asleep and sent upstairs. 

She rang the servants in to prayers; 

And after heard what men of fame 

Had urged 'gainst this and that. ' For shame !' 
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She said, but argument show'd not. 
' If I had answer'd thus/ I thought, 
"Twould not have pass'd for very wise. 
' But I have not her voice and eyes ! 
' Howe'er it be, I'm glad of home, 
' Yea, very glad at heart to come, 
' And lay a happy head to rest 
' On her unreasoaahle breast.' 
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A PLOEIN to the willing Guard 

Secured, for half the way, 
(He lock'd «B in, ah, lucky-starr'd,) 

A curtain'd, front coupe. 
The sparkling eun of August shone; 

The wind was in the West ; 
Your gown and all that you had on 

Was what became you best ; 



HihvCoonlc 



TEE HOST BOSOM'D HOTJBS. 

And we were in that seldom mood 

"When aoul with soul agrees, 
Mingliog, like flood with equal flood, 

Iq agitated ease. 
Far ronnd, each blade of harvest hare 

Its little load of bread ; 
Each furlong of that journey fair 

With separate sweetness sped. 
The calm of use was coming o'er 

The wonder of our wealth. 
And now, maybe, 'twas not much more 

Than Eden's common health. 
We paced the sunny platform, while 

The train at Havant changed : 
What made the people kindly smile. 

Or stare with looks estranged P 
Too radiant for a wife you seem'd, 

Serener than a bride; 
Me happiest born of men I deem'd, 

And show'd perchance my pride. 
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I loved that girl, eo gaunt and tall. 

Who whispered loud, " Sweet Thing !" 
Scanning your figure, elight yet all 

Kound as your owa gold ring. 
At Salisbury you stray'd alooe 

Within the shafted glooms. 
Whilst I was by the Vei^er shown 

The brasses and the tombs. 
At tea we talfd of matters deep. 

Of joy that never dies; 
We laugh'd, till love was mix'd with sleep 

Within your great sweet eyes. 
The next day, sweet with luck no less 

And sense of sweetness past, 
The full tide of our happioess 

Rose higher than the last. 
At Dawlish, 'raid the pools of brine. 

You etept from rock to rock. 
One hand quick tightening upon mine, 

One holding up your frock. 
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On starfish and on weeds alone 

You Beem'd intent to be : 
Flash'd those great gleama of hope unknown 

From you, or from the sea ? 
Ne'er came before, ah, when again 

Shall come two days hke these : 
Such quick delight within the brain, 

Within the heart such peace? 
I thought, indeed, by magic chance, 

A third from Heaven to win. 
But as, at dusk, we reach'd Penzance, 

A drizzling rain set in. 
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Sdsficion's playful counterfeit 

Begot your question strange : 
The only thing that I forget 

Is that there's any change. 
Did that long blight trhich fell on you 

My zeal of heart aeeuage 7 
Less willing shall I watch you through 

The milder illness, age? 
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To my moDopoIy first blind 

When risks no longer live. 
And careleee of the hand go kind 

That has no more to give. 
Shall I forget Spring like a tree. 

Nor boast, " Her honied cup 
Of beauty to fais lips save me 

No man has lifted up !" 
Mine are not memories that oome 

Of joys that could not last : 
The; are; and you, Dear, are the sum 

Of all your lovely past. 
Yet if, with all this conscious weal, 

I still should covet more. 
The joy behind me shall reveal 

The joy that waits before : 
I'll mind from sickness how to life 

You came, by tardy stealth. 
Till, one spring day, I clasp'd my wife 

Abloom with blandest health. 
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THE GIRL OP ALL PERIODS. 

A.y IDYLL. 



"And even oar women," lastly grumbles Ben, 
" Leaving their nature, dress and talk like men I" 
A damsel, as our train stops at Five Ashes, 
Down to the station in a dog-cart dashes. 
A footman buys her ticket, " Third class, parly ;" 
And, in huge-button'd coat and " Champagne Charley" 
And such Ecant manhood else as use allows her, 
Her two shy knees bound in a single trouser, 
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With, 'twist her shapely lips, a violet 

Pereli'd as a proxy for a cigarette. 

She takes her window in oar smoking carriage. 

And EcaDS us, calmly scorning men and marriage. 

Ben frowns in silence; older, I know better 

Than to read ladies 'harioiir in the letter. 

Thia aping man is crafty Love's devising 

To make the woman's difference more surprising; 

And, as for feeling wroth at such rehelliog, 

Who'd scold the child for now and then repelling 

Lures with " I won't !" or for a moment's straying 

In its sure growth towards more full obeying? 

" Yes, she had read the ' Legend of the Ages,' 

And George Sand too, skipping the wicked pages," 

And, whilst we talk'd, her protest firm and perky 

Against mankind, I thought, grew lax and jerky; 

And, at a compliment, her mouth's compressure 

Nipt in its birth a little laugh of pleasure ; 

And smiles, forbidden her lips, as weakness horrid, 

Broke, in grave lights, from eyes and chin and forehead ; 
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And, as I pofih'd kind 'vantage 'gainst the ecorner, 
The two shy koees press'd shier to the corner; 
And Ben began to talk with her, the rather 
Because he found out that he knew her father. 
Sir Francis Applegarthj of Fenn; Compton, 
And danced once with her sister Maude at firompton ; 
And then he stared until he quite confused her, 
More pleased with her than I, who but excused her ; 
And, when she got out, he, with sheepish glances. 
Said he'd stop too, and call on old Sir Francis. 
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1 

How strange at night to wake 

And watch, while others sleep, 
Till sight and hearing ache 

For objects that may keep 
The awfiil inner sense 

Unroused, lest it should mark 
The life tiiat haunts the emptiueBS 

And horror of the dark ! 
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How strange at nigbt the l>ay 

Of Jogs, how wild the note 
Of cocks that scream for day, 

In homesteads far remote; 
How strange and wild to hear 

The old and crumbling tower, 
Amid the darkness, suddenly 

Take tongue and speak the hour ! 

8 

Albeit the love-sick brain 

Affects the dreary moon, 
111 things alone refrain 

From life's nocturnal swoon: 
Men melancholy mad, 

Beasts ravenous and sly, 
The robber, and the murderer. 

Remorse, with lidless eye. 
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The nightiDgale is gay. 

For she can Tanquisb night ; 
Dreaming, she einga of day. 

Notes that make darkness bright j 
But when the refluent gloom 

Saddens the gape of song. 
Men charge on het the dolefiilness, 

And call her crazed with wrong. 
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All night fell hammers, shock on shock ; 
With echoes Newgate's granite elang'd : 
The scaffold built, at eight o'clock 
They brought the man out to be hang'd. 
Then came from all the people there 
A single ciy, that shook the air ; 
Mothers held up their babes to see. 
Who spread their hands, and croVd fur gle« 



HihyGoonlc 



A LONDON rfeTB. 

Here a girl from her vesture tore 
A rag to ware with, and join'd the roar; 
There a mao, with yelling tired, 
Stopp'd, and the culprit's crime inquired ; 
A Bot, below the doom'd man dumb. 
Ban I'd his health in the world to come ; 
These blasphemed and fought for places ; 
Those, half<craeh'd, cast frantic faces. 
To windows, where, in freedom sweet. 
Others enjoy'd the wicked treat. 
At last, the show's black crisis pended ; 
Straggles for better standings ended; 
The rabble's lips no longer curst. 
But stood agape with horrid thirst ; 
Thousands of breasts beat horrid hope ; 
Thousands of eyeballs, lit with hell. 
Burnt one way all, to see the rope 
Unslocken as the platform fell. 
The rope flew tight ; and then the roar 
Burst forth afresh ; less loud, but more 
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Confused and afirightbg than before. 

A few harsh toogues for ever led 

The commou din, the chaos of noises^ 

But ear could not catch what they said. 

As when the realm of the damn'd rejoices 

At winning a seal to its will, 

That clatter and clangour of hateful voices 

Sicken'd and stoon'd the air, until 

The dangling corpse hung straight and still. 

The show complete, the pleasure past, 

The solid masses loosen'd fast : 

A thief slunk o£F, with ample spoil. 

To ply elsewhere his daily toil ; 

A baby strung its doll to a stick ; 

A mother praised the pretty trick; 

Two children caught aud hang'd a cat ; 

Two friends walt'd on, in lively chat; 

And two, who had disputed places. 

Went forth to fight, with murderooB &ceB. 
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' WiTHiK yon world-wide cirque of war 
What's hidden which they fight so for?' 
My guide made aHEwer, ' Bich increase 
Of virtue and use, which are by peace. 
And peace by war. That inner ring 
Are craftBinen, working many a thing 
For usej and, these within, the wise 
Explore the grass and read the skies.' 
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' Cm the stars' motions give me peace. 
Or the herbs' virtues mine increase? 
Of all this triple shell,' said I, 
' Wonld that I might the kernel spy !' 
A narrower circle then I reach'd. 
Where sang a few and many preach'd 
Of life immortal. 'But,' I said, 
' The riddle yet I have not read. 
Life I most know, that care I may 
For life in me to last for aye.' 
Then he, ' Those voices are a charm 
To keep yon dove-cot out of harm.' 
In the centre, then, he show'd a t«nt 
Where, laughing safe, a woman bent 
Over her babe, and, her above, 
Lean'd in his turn a graver love. 
' Behold the two idolatries 
By which,' cried he, ' the world defies 
Chaos and death, and for whose sake 
All else must war and work and wake.' 
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Amid the mystic fields of Love 
I wander*d, and beheld a grove. 
Breathlessly still was part, and part 
Was breathing with an eany heart ; 
And tbete below, in lamblike game. 
Were virgins, all so much the same. 
That each was all. A youth drew nigh. 
And on them gazed with wandering eye, 
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And would have pass'd, but that a maid. 
Clapping her hands above her, eaid, 
' Mf time is now 1' and laughing ran 
Afler the dull and strange young man, 
And bade him stop and look at her. 
And BO he call'd her lovelier 
Than any else, only because 
She only then before him was. 
And, while they stood and gazed^ a changi 
Was seen in both, diversely strange : 
The youth was ever more and more 
That good which he had been before ; 
But the glad maiden grew and grew 
Such that the rest no longer knew 
Their sister, who was now to sight 
The young man's self, yet opposite. 
As the outer rainbow is the first, 
But weaker, and the hues reversed. 
And whereas, in the abandoned grove, 
The vii^n round the Central Love 
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Had bliDdly circled io her play, 

Non' danced she round her partner's way; 

Andj as the earth the moon's, so he 

Had the responsibility 

Of her diviner motion. 'Lo,' 

He sang, and the heavens began to glow, 

' The pride of personality, 

' Seeking its highest, aspires to die, 

' And in unspeakably profound 

' Humiliation Love is crowa'd ! 

' And from his exaltation still 

' Into his ocean of good-will 

' He curiously casts the lead 

' To find strange depths of lowlihead.' 

To one same tune, but higher, ' Bold,' 
The maiden sang, ' is Love ! For cold 
' On Earth are blushes, and for shame 
' Of such an ineffectual flame 
'As ill consumes the sacrifice!' 
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Tbe crocus, while the days are dark, 

Unfold? its BafiroQ sheen ; 
At April's touch, the crudest bwk 

Discovers gems of green. 

Then sleep the seasons, full of might; 

While slowly swells the pod 
And Toands the peach, and in the night 

The mushroom hursts the sod. 
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The Winter falls ; the frozen rut 
Is bound with silver bars ; 

The snow-drift heaps against the hut, 
And night is pierc'd with stars. 
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Who sins in hope ; who, sinning, says, 
' Sorrow for sin God's judgment stays I' 
Against God's Spirit he lies ; qaite stops 
Mercy with insult ; dares, and drops, 
Like a scorch'd %, that spins in vain 
Upon the axis of its pain. 
Then takes iU doom, to limp aod crawl, 
Blind and forgot, from fall to fall. 
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Bbiget thro' the valley gallops the brooklet ; 

Over the welkin travels the cloud ; 
Touch'd by the zephyr, dances the harebell ; 

Cackoo sits Bomewbere, singing eo lond ; 
Two little children, seeing and bearing. 

Hand in hand wander, shout, laugh, and sing : 
Lo, in their bosoms, wild with the marvel. 

Love, like the crocus, is come ere the Spring, 

DoliiHihyGoOgle 



Young men and women, noble and tender. 

Yearn for each other, faith iru\y plight, 
Fronise to cherish, comfort and honour ; 

Vow that makes duty one with delight. 
Ob, but the glory, found in no story, 

Badiance of Eden nnquencb'd by the Fall ; 
Few may remember, none may reveal it. 

This the tirst firet-IoTe, the first love of all ! 
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Fasewell, dear Heart I Since needs it must I go. 
Dear Heart, farewell I 
Fun would I stay, but that I lore thee so. 
One kiss, ma Belle I 

What hope lies in the Land we do not know, 
Who, Dear, can tell? 

But thee I lore, and let thy 'plaint be, " Lo, 
" He loved me well !" 
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I 



Say, did his Sisters wonder wKat coald Joseph see 
In a mild, silent little Maid like thee ? 
And was it awful, in that narrow house, '■ 

With Ood for Babe and Spouse ? 
Nay, like thy simple, female sort, each one 
Apt to find Him in Husband and in Son, 
Nothing to thee came strange in this 
Thy wonder was but wondrous bliss : 
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Wondrous, for, though 

True Virgin lives not but does know, 

(Hovbeit none ever yet confess'd,) 

That God lies really in her breast. 

Of thine He made His special nest I 

And 80 

All mothers worship little feet, 

And kiss the very ground they've trod ; 

But, ah, thy little Baby sweet 

Who was indeed thy God 
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Voices of Earth and Heaven and Hell 
So sequent spell • 

The shy, celestial, supreme fact 
For which alone God did the worlds enact. 
Which Was not, and which Is, and Is to come, 
That, bat that He ordaineth souls 
Nearly all deaf and the others dumb, 
The very skies 
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Would stirivel up, like scorched scrolls. 

At man's responding blasphemies. 
In shameful Hell 

The Lily in last corruption lies, 

Where known 'tis, rotten-lily-wise, 

By the strange foulness of the smell. 

The Heavens repeat no other Song, 
And, plainly or in parable, 

The Angels trust, in each man's tongue. 

The Treasure's safety to its size. 
(I, haply, blab o'erbold that tell 
Searchers to turn their thumb-conn'd Book, 
And on the flaming blazon look !) 
Earth, that, in this arcanum, spies 
Proof of high kinship unconceiv'd. 
By all desired and disbeliev'dj 
Shews fancies, in each thing that is. 
Which nothing mean, not meaning this, 
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Yea, does from her own law, to hint it, err. 

As 'twere a trust too hnge for her. 

Maiden and Youth pipe wondrous clear 

The tune they are the last to hear. 

Tie the strange gem in Pleasure's cup. 

Physician and Philosopher, 

In search of acoroa, plough it up. 

But coont it nothing 'mong their gains ; 

Nay, call it pearl, they'd answer, " Lo, 

"Blest Land where pearls as lai^e as pumpkins grow 

And would not even rend you for your pains. 

To tell men truth, yet keep them dark 

And shooting still beside the mark, 

God, as in jest, gave to their wish, 

The Sign of Jonah and the Fish. 

'Tis the name new, on the white stone. 

To none hut them that have it known ; 

And even these can scarce believe, but cry, 
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" When tum'd was Siou's captivity, 

" Then were we, yea, and yet we seem 

" Like them that dream I" 

In Spirit 'tia a punctual ray 

Of peace that sheds more light than day ; 

In Will and Mind 

Tis the easy path so hard to find ; 

In Heart, a pain not to be told, 

Were words mere honey, milk, and gold ; 

1' the Body 'tis the bag of the bee ; 

In all, the present, thousandfold amends 

Made to the sad, aatonish'd life 

Of him that leaves house, child, and wife. 

And on Ood's 'hest, almost despairing, wends. 

As little guessing as the herd 

What a strange Phoenix of a bird 

Builds in this tree. 

But only intending all that He intends. 
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To tliis, the Life of tfaem that live, 
If Ood would not, thus far, pve tongue. 
Ah, wh; did He his secret give 
To oue that has the gift of song? 
But all He does He doubtless means. 
And, if the Mjetery that smites Prophets dumb 
Here, to the grace-couch'd eyes of some, 
Shapes to its living face the clinging shroud, 
Perchance the Skies grow tired of screens. 
And 'tis His Advent in the Cloud. 
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In arms and policy and books 
Prince Victor was a Prince indeed, 
Amanda, Princess of sweet looks. 
Of such things had no heed. 
But once, both acting in a Play, 
Victor, who found it in his Fart, 
Gave the cold Maid, with all his heart, 
A kiss which took her breath away ; 
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THE KISS. 

And, thenceforth, they were hand and glove. 

He Prince in arms, books, policy, 

Prince of Amanda too, and she 

A little, laughing flame of love. 

" Arms, policy and books must go," 

He sigh'd, " since she loves kissea so I" 

But she, his bee by honey caught. 

Would only now her sweetness yield 

For meed of arduous honour, sought 

In Study, Parliament, or Field. 

And ever thus &om kisses grow 

The thoughts that soar 'bove kisses so ! 
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